AN 


FOR 


FUGITIVE PIECKHKY 


IN 


PROSE. and VERSS 


NOT IN ANY OTHER 
COLL ET THI 0 NN. 


WITH 


SEVERAL PIECES NEVER BEFORE 
PUBLISHED. 


V O 2 III. af 


SECOND EDITION. 


———— :: 


LONDON: 


PRINTED FOR J. DEBRETT, OPPOSITE BURLINGTON _ 
HOUSE, PICCADILLY, 


M. DC. XC. 


Ly 


„ 


* 


| 
| 
! 
| 


— aaa - ü—ñ—ͤj —— Ws. — 


— — k — om 


[ m 1 


CONTENTS. 


LINES left in the Chair in the Garden at Drakelow, the 
Seat of Sir N. B. Greſley, Bart. by Theophilus Swift, Eſq. I 


To a Young Lady, with a Roſe-Bud, by the ſame — 4 
To a Lady, with a Roſe, by the ſame = — ibid. 
Dr. Halley's Reply to Archbiſhop King, by the ſame — 6 
Jekyll, a Political Eclogue ibid. 
Jeu d Eſprit, on a propoſed League between the Theatrical Po- 

tentates of Drury Lane and Covent Garden — 14 
On the approaching Diſſolution of a very pleaſant Party at Red- y 

lynch, Feb. 21, 1784, by the Earl of Ilcheſter — 18 


Written in Hatfield, the 16th of July, 1784, on ſeeing the 
Horſes belonging to the Counteſs of Saliſbury run off with the 
Carriage = — — — 22 

Subſtance of a Converſation between the Hon. Henry Erſkine 
and the Ducheſs of Gordon, almoſt inftantly turaed into 


Rhyme by the Author of the Cave of Mora — 23 
Homeric Anecdotes, by W. J. Baker, Eſq. _ 24 
Verſes to J. L—t—c, Eſq. by the ſame — — 26 
Inſcriptio: for Mrs. L.'s Cottage at H—n, by the ſame 28 
Canza di Petrarca — — — 30 
Imitated by the ſame _ — — 31 
Vers fur un Roſe, par Nonſ. Bernard _ — 33 
Tranſlated by the ſame — _ — 35 
The laſt Speech and dying Declaration of SK IT Me MAG PI, 

by the ſame — — — 36 
The Contraſt, by the ſame — — _ 42 
Verſes written in the Root-Houſe at Taplow, the Seat of the 

Earl of Inchiquin, by the ſame — — 44 
Villanelle de Abbe U Yeſpor res — — 45 
Imitated by the fame — _ _ 47 
Song, Tune, «The Vicar and Moſes” _ 48 
Song, by Dr. Glynn — — — 52 
Cotecle, inſcribed to Lord Viſc. Mount Edgcumbe — 53 


Inſcription for a Seat at Caſtleton, dedicated be Lady C- 
C y to Mrs, Siddons, by the Hon. CG N-——r 57 
To the Memory of David Home, Eiq. by the fam? — 
Iaſeription for a Scat at Caſtleton, dedicated to Dr. Blair, by 
the ſame — — — — 60 


A 2 A Frayer 


— 
we * 
<< 

—— 


A Prayer to Senſibhili y, on reading Mrs. Grenville's Prayer for 
Indiiference, by the ſame — — — 

To a Lady, with a Compaſs, by the ſame 

To a Lady, with the P.int of Venus attired byt the Gees, by 
the ſame — —_ 

Ars Mentiend;, or Art of Lying, by Lord Henry 8 

Ode to John Rolle, Eſq. M. P. 

Stanzas written by Mr. Hayley, on Mr. Gibbon” s Birth Day 

Incantation for raiſing a Phantom, imitared from Macbeth 

Epigrammatic Lines, addreſſed by the GFoſt of Dr. Jobnfon to 


Madam Piozzi — _ _ 
Mrs. Piozzi's Joknſoniana — — — 
A Story in Sir John's own Way _ _ 

Jeu d' Efprit on Mr. Sheldon's Anatomical School — 
The Angry Boy and the Calm Veter: au, a ans 202 Ec- 
logue, 1787 — — — 

Song, ſung at the Maſquerade at 1 "BY — 


Impromptu by the Hon. Thomas Erſk ine, occafioned by his 
being much indifpofed one Evening at Lady Payne's 

Tranſlations of Lord Belgrave's memorable Greek Quotation 

The Wiſh, tranſlated from the Greek of the Archbifhop of 


Hippo, addreſſed to the Supreme Being — — 
The above Parodied by a poor Curate _ — 
Song — — — 
Lapland Song, by Sir Matthew hae Ridley — 
Verſes addreſſed to Lord H 5 — 
Stanzas addreſſed to Mr. Herſchel, on his late 2 

Diſcoveries — — — 
On reading ſeveral Paragraphs in the Peper relative to Dr. Parr's 

Wig |! — — — 3 
Impromptu, on the Alteration at both Theatres of admitting 

* Tickets of Bone, in the Place of written Orders — 
Epigi am, addreſſed to the Countefs of * — 
On two late Lonſdale Promotions — 


Verſes upon the Road, to Lord John Cavendiſh 

The Triumph of Adminiſtration, an Ode, addreſſed to the Right 
Hon. Henry Dundas = 

A Congratulatory Ode, addreſſed to the Right Hon. Charles 
Jenkinſon, on his being created Lord Hawketbury 


The Bulſe, a Pindaric Ode nt tha: FE 
The Stateſman, an Eclogue _ — — 
Cambridge Triumphant — — — 


A Petite Drama — — — 


11 


A Crambo Dialogue between that celebrated Pair of Spectacles, 
Sir Joſeph Mawbey, Bart. and Charles Brandling, Eſq. 
Sir Joſcph Mawbey's Epitaph on his Lady's favourite Sow 


Mr. Brandling's Epitaph on the ſame Subject — 
Ode for the New Year — — — 
Dialogue between Stephen and Laura _ — 
To a Lady, on her ſending the Author a White Cockade on her 
Marriage — — — — 

On a Gentleman who married his Miſtreſs — 
Verſes addreiſed to a Young Lady — — 
On a Lady who ſprinkled Flour upon her Boom _ 
Parody.—Sapphie — — — 
On the Marriage of a handſome young Couple — 

To a Lady, with the preſent of a Fan _ _ 
To Miſs V— — _ — 
Original Epigram — _ _ 
On May Morning, 1787, to Parthenia _ 


Song, tranſlated trom the Greek, by John Baynes, Eſq. 

Song, tranſlated from Phenix of Colophon, by the ſame 

Ode, from the Greek of Calliftratus, tranſlated by the ſame 

Song, tranſlated from the F:ench of Mary * en oĩ Scots, by 
the ſame 3 

King's Bench Practice ey” juſtifying « tell, by the ſame 

Lines written in the Album, at Coffey * Norfolk, by Mr. 


Jerningham _ 
Occafional Ode, 7 at the Catch Club — 
Verſes left at the White Lion, Calais, ſuppoſed to be written hy 

Mrs. Piozzi — — — 

Its Companion, at the Ship Inn, 1 apparently by the ſame 

Hand — — — 
The Britiſh Phoenix, to the ion, Mrs. Damer — 
Forfeits _ — — — 
The Loſs reſtored, an Epigram, for h the faſhionable Admirers of 

a popular Hiſtorian _ — — 
Epigram Gibbon, a Chriſtian — — 


T'other Slap, or Gibbon a Deity, an Epigram — 

Epiſtle to the Marquis Ippolito Pindemonte, at Verona, by 
William Parſons, Eſq. — — _ 

Ode in Commemoration of the Glorious Revolution, 1788, by 
W. Maſon, M. A. _ _ — 

Epigram to M——, Eſq. — 

To the Right Hon. Lady Charlotte Gordon, areſſed i ina Tartan 
Scotch Bonnet, with Plumes, &c. by Dr. Beattie 

Epigram — — — — 


197 
198 


Impromptu, 


8-3 


Impromptu, Mr. Greatheed and his Tragedy — 
The Bath Fracas _ — — 
Epigram on Boſwell's Journey of a Tour to the Hebrides 
Song, by Peter Pindar, Eſq. — — 
Song, by the ſame — — mw — 
Abſence. To Cynthia. By the ſame — — 
Song, by the ſame — — — 


In Imitation of Spencer, written at Santa Cruz, in the Iſland of 
Teneriffe, and ſent to Donna Antonietta de R——, a Spaniſh 


young Lady. Written at her Villa on that Iſland, by the 
fame — — — — 
Sonnet, by Bertie G Eſq. _ — 
Lines to the Memory of Mrs. Tickell — — 
To Sleep _ _ — — 
Song — — — 
The ſuperannuated Horſe to 1 Maſter — 
Irregular Ode. A Sketch — — ow 
Sonnet, to Miſs Helena Maria Williams — — 


The Three Vernons, by the Hon. Horace Walpole — 

A Poem, addreſſed to the Earl of Cheſterfield, by Thomas New- 
burgh, Eſq. 

To the Earl of Cheſterfield, in Imitation . ſome paff ges in 
Horace — 

Earl of Cheſterfield's „ Abfwer to the preceding Letter 

Song, written ſome Time ago by Os Morris addreſſed to 
Lady ** 

To a * on her Birth Day, by Theophilus Swift, Ely. 

udgement of Hercules, by the ſame _ 


On the Sight of Miſs Vaſſal, at Mr. Jolliffe's nn by 


Richard Paul Jonny Eſq. — a 
Epigram — 
On the Premature Death of a Lady' s Lap-dog. A Jeu d Fj, Efprits 
by Dr, Fothergill, of Bath — 
On Delia's Birch Day, an Acreontic, by the fame — 


Elegiac Stanzas, by W. T. Fitzgerald, Eſq. to the Memory of 
his Friend, who was drowned within his Sight, as he was 
Bathing in the Sea — — —— 

On Mr. Maſon's Abuſe of the late Dr. Samuel * in the 
Memoirs of Mr. William Whitehead 

On ſeeing the Ducheſs of Devonſhire in a Half Maſk at the 


Opera Houſe Gala in 1787 — . 
Brooke's Gala — gs 
Ode on the Reftoration of his Majeſty, i by Mrs, Siddons, 
written T Mr. Merry — 2 FEES. 


ibid. 
200 
221 
ibid. 
202 


203 
205 
ibid. 
206 
207 
208 
211 
215 
216 


217 


219 
223 


225 
227 
229 


247 
248 


ibid. 


250 


251 
253 
264 


ibid. 


255 


Margaret 


1 


Margaret Nicholſon, by R. J]. — 3 
Inſcription on a Temple at Caſtle-town, the Seat of the Right 
Hon. Thomas Conolly, in the County of Kildare, dedicated 


to Caroline Counteſs of Buckingham — FONG 
Extempore Ludicrous Miltonic Verſes to the late Mrs. Gardiner, 
by Mr. Jephſon — 5 NE 


| Burleſque Miltonic. Extempore Anſwer to an Invitation from 
the late Mrs. Gardiner to dance with her at a Ball at the Hon. 


Mrs. Beresford's, in 1778 — * 
Inſcription for the Cottage at Caſtle-town, by Lady L. A. 
Conolly — — ks 30 

Prologue, by John Kent, Eſq. 3 
Sonnet in the new Comedy of Falſe 2 by the Right 
Hon. General Conway — a 


Inſcription on a Temple at Caſtle-town, Abend to the Cheva- 
lier Lelaune, Captain of a French Frigate, 7 L. A. Conolly, 
written by R. Jephſon — — 

Lines on the Princeſs Elizabeth bathing in the Sea at Wey- 


mouth — — — — 


Stanzas, by R. B. Sheridan, Eſq. — — 
Delia to Damon, an Anſfwer to the above Stanzas — 
An Epitaph upon George Lord Brook — — 
Marquis Townſhend's Verſes on his Niece — 
On the Benefit ſaid to be already received by his . from 
Sea Bathing _ — 
Sonnet, by the Right Hon. General Conw ay — 


260 


ASYLUM 


3 . 
rr ä——U—äe ——— ———— recs 4 


1 
| 


ASYLUM 


FOR 


FUGITIVE PIECES 


LEFT IN THE CHAIR IN THE GARDEN AT DRAKELOW, 
THE SEAT. OF SIR N. B. GRESLEY, BART. THE Au- 
THOR HAVING SPENT A FEW WEEKS AT HIS HOUSE» 


By THEOPHILUS SWIFT, Es. 


W HEN next, ye Natads, to this bleſt retreat, 

Where Drakelow's genius fix'd her ancient ſeat, 

Your ſteps reſort, to Greſley's car convey 

This grateful ſtrain, that friend/bip burns to pay, 

On that fair altar let the muſe impart 

The ſweet, the ſacred incenſe of the heart, 

Whote odours with unfading fragrance riſe, 

To virtue dear, delightful to the ſkies, | | 
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Here as I fit, and muſe o'er all the ſcene, 
Theſe founts of ſilver, and theſe ſhades of green, 
The mighty owner fills the poet's mind :— 
His free-born ſpirit breathes in every wind : 
His ample bounty, blefling every vale, 
Flows to mankind—nor ſhall the bleſſing fail. | 
As Plenty's hand the full abundance pours, 
Peace guides his flocks, and Honour guards his bowers ; | 
'The rural Graces at his gate attend, 
And welcome with a ſmile th' approaching friend. 
Prompt at his call, around his table ſtand 
Mirth's ſocial houſehold Gods, a ſmiling band, 
Blithe Hoſpitality, a blooming Lar, 
Leads the gay train, and ſhines the Britiſh ſtar. 
Shaking ambroſial odours from his wings, 
Fe//ivity the jumptuous banquet brings, 
The Ganymede that waits on Drakelow's Lord, z 
Nor Jove's own feaſts a brighter gueſt afford. 
And ſee yon roſy, yellow-treſled boy, 
His head with chaplets crown'd, light-hearted Foy, 
In large libations pours the gen'rous bowl, 
That ſpeaks the greatneſs of its maſter's ſoul. 
Theſe, Greſley, are thine own.—O might the muſe, 
As her rapt fancy the fond theme purſues, 
Tell all thy worth, and to the world proclaim 
The graceful luſtre of her Greſley's name! 
Mark the ſtrong vigor of thy manly mind, 
With ſpir it elegant, with force refin'd ; 
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Through each hereditary virtue run, 

The father's worth reflected in the ſon ;,— | 

This ſong ſhould laſt ; nor wholly vain ſhould flow 

Th' impaſſion'd verſe, that friendſhip taught to glow. 
And thou, O Trent ! whoſe liquid treaſures lave 

Theſe happy walls, with many a lingering wave, 

As loth like me to part, like me to go, 

Let the lov'd partner of his fortunes know, 


Not the calm mirror of thy cryſtal ſtreams 


So placid ſmiles, or ſo ſerenely beams, 

As her mild brow, where TEMPER *thron'd a grace, 
Smooths the fair heaven, that lights her cloudleſs face, 
Clear as thy flood that filent ſteals along, 

Flows her deep ſenſe, as lucid and as ſtrong, 

And thy curPd boſom, glittering in the ſun, 

When noon's bright rays in dancing ſplendors run, 
But half the luſtre of her wit diſplays, 

Her wit, that beams with undiminiſh'd rays. 

Nor theſe alone could animate the bard, 

Did not the muſe ſuperior claims regard ; 


Th' obliging friend, ſolicitous to pleaſe 


With cheerful grace, and hoſpitable eaſe ; 


The wife, that wins by each endearing art, 


That holds the ſtrong dominion of the heart; 

The mother, watchful of her infant care, 

Their pains, their pleaſures fond alike to ſhare. 

Of theſe the grateful muſe delights to tell, 

Whoſe faultering voice ſcarce ſpeaks the ſad Farewell. 
B 2 | TO 
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TO A YOUNG LADY WITH A ROSE-BUD. 


BY THE SAME. 


OWEET bud, to Myra's boſom go, 
And live beneath her eye; 

There in the ſun of beauty blow, 
Or taſte of heaven aud die. 


Sweet earneſt of the blooming year, 
Whoſe dawning beauties ſpeak 
The budding bluſh of ſummer near, 

The ſummer on her cheek. 


Beſt emblem of the maid I love, 
Reſembling beauty's morn, 
To Myra's boſom haſte and prove 

One roſe without a thorn. 


TO A LADY, WITH A ROSE, 


BY THE SAME. 


WHEN Venus firſt from Ocean ſprung, 
Exulting Earth with rapture rung, 

And gave, on that delightful morn, 
The RosE—for Beauty then was born. 
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The blooming ſtranger Venus views, 

Its balmy bluſh, and ſun-bright hues : 
Marks the green tence that guards it round, 
For not one thorn as yet was found ; 
Then kiſs'd—th' impaſſion'd Roſe receives 
A warmer grace thro' all the leaves 

In nectar, now, ſhe bath'd the bud, 

Now plung'd it in the purple flood 
Inſtant the finiſh*d wonder grows 

The flower of Love, and Beauty's Roie, 

To Paphos then ſhe bore the flower, 
And laid it in her tay'iite bower, 

Each morn a purer bluth prepar'd, 
Each night its faded rays repair'd, 
And many a night, and many a morn, 
Aſſiduous pluck'd the teeming thorn, 
Breath'd on the leaves a deeper dye, 
And newer {ſweets her balms ſupply. 

'Then to the god that wields the bow, 
Which lays the ſtrong and mighty low, 
The fragrant charge ſhe gave, and ſpread 
Its bluſhing honours, whilſt ſhe ſaid, 
© With this to Britain's iſle repair 
„ Thoſe wings ſhafl waft thee quickly there: 
„When proud Auguſta thou ſhalt ſee, 

« KRiſing in clouded majeſty, 
Some idle poet ſnhould'ſt thou meet, 
% In park, in play-houſe, church, or ſtreet, 
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Let him his ſofteſt ſong employ, 

© 'To hymn this happy child of joy: 

* And charge him, as he hopes to gain 
One ſmile of mine, one favour'd ſtrain, 
To celebrate the Roſe, and ſing 

„This matchleſs marvel of the ſpr ing; 
“The brighteſt emblem of our flames, 

«« That Beauty loves, that Beauty claims, 
That Love's own hand delights to rear, 
„ And Delia beſt deſerves to wear.“ 


DR. HALLEY's REPLY TO ABP. KING. 


BY THE SAME, 


Wirr age exhauſted, and his yigor fled, 

Says King to Halley, I've a mind to wed:“ 
Arch Halley anſwered, with ſarcaſtic face, 

&« I hope you'll make me chaptz:n to your Grace.“ 


IEK XL I.: 


A POLITICAL ECLOCUE. 


1 miſerabile Carmen 


Integrat, & ma ſtis late loca queſtibus implet, —V1RGIL, 


JEKYLL, the wag of law, the ſcribbler's pride, 
Calne to the ſenate ſent—when Townſhend died. 
So Lanſdown will'd: — the old hoarſe rook at reſt, 
A jackdaw- phœnix chatters from his neſt, 

| Stateſ- 
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Stateſman, and lawyer now, with claſhing cares, 
Th” important youth roams thro' the Temple ſquares ; 
Yet ſtays his ſtep, where, with congenial play, 
The well-known fountain babbles day by day: 
The little fountain !—whoſe reſtricted courſe, 
In low, faint eſſays owns its ſhallow ſource. 
There, to the tinkling jet he tun'd his tongue, 
While Lanſdown's fame, and Lanſdown's fall he ſung. 
„Where were our friends, when the remorſeleſs crew 
« Of felon whigs—great Lanſdown's pow'r o'er- 
„ threw ? 
For neither then, within St. Stephen's wall 
« Obedient Weſtcote hail'd the Treaſury-call; 
Nor treachery then had branded Eden's fame, 
„ Or taught mankind the miſcreant Minchin's name. 
„Joyful no more (tho' Tommy ſpoke ſo long) 
„Was high-born Howard's cry, or Powney's prattling 
„tongue. 
« Vain was thy roar, Mahon !—tho' loud and deep; 
„Not our own Gilbert could be rous'd from ſleep. 
„No bargain yet, the tribe of Phipps had made: 
« Lanſdown! you ſought in vain cv'n Mulgrave's 
aid! 
« Mulgrave—at whoſe harſh ſcream, in wild ſurpriſe, 
The /peechleſs Speaker lifts his drowſy eyes. 
«© Ah! hapleſs day! till, as thy hours return, 
Let Jeſuits, Jews, and fad Diſſenters mourn ! 
| B 4 « Each 
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« Fach quack and ſympathizing juggler groan, 

« While bankrupt brokers echo moan for moan. 

« Oh! much-lov'd peer! — my patron ! += model !— 
friend! 

% How dces thy alter'd ſtate my boſom rend. 

« Alas! theways of courts are ſtrange and dark ! 

Pitt ſcarce would make thee now — a Treaſury- 
« clerk !” 

Stung with the maddening thought, his griefs, his 

fears, 

Diſſolve the plaintive counſellor in tears. 

« How oft,” he cries, has wretched Lanſdown ſaid, 

„% Curs'd be the toilſome hours by ftate/men led 

« Oh! had hind heaven ordain'd my humbler fate 

A country gentleman's—of ſmall eſtate.— 

* 1W/th Price and Prieſtley, in ſome diſtant grove, 

% Bleft T ad led the lowly life I love. 

« Thou, Price! had deign'd do caleulate my flocks ! 

% T oor, Pricftiey ! Jaw'd them from the lightuing ſhocks ! 

% Unknown the florms and tempeſts of the fate 


, LS 


Unfe!t the mean ambition to be great; 
I Bowood's ſhade had paſt my peace/ul days, 
« Far from the town aud its delufive wways ; 


« The cryſtal brook my bev'rage—and my food 


* 


Hips, cornels, haus, and berries of the wood,” 

„ Bieſt peer! eternal wreaths adorn thy brow ! 

% Thou Cincinnatus of the Britiſh piough ! 

“ But, 


191 

« But, rouſe again thy talents and thy zeal ! 
& Thy Sovereign, ſure, muſt wiſh thee Privy ſeal; 
« Or what if from the feals thou art debarr'd ? 
„ Chandos, at leaſt, he might for thee diſcard. 
% Come, Lanſdown ! come—thy life, no more thy own, 
«© Oh! brave again the ſmoke and noiſe of town: 
% For Britain's fake, the weight of greatneſs bear, 
And ſuffer honors thou art doom'd to wear.“ 
To thee her Princes, lo! where India ſends, 
All Benfield's here—and there all Haſtings? friends 
Macpherion —W raxall—Sullvan—behold ! 
Call, —barwell—Middleton—with heaps of gold! 
RajahsNabobs - from Oude—Tanjore—Arcot— 
And ſee — (nor, oh! diſdain him!) Major Scot. 
Ah! give the Major but one gracious Nod: 
Ev*n Pitt himſelf once deign'd to court the ſquad. 
« Oh! be it zhezr's, with more than patriot heat, 
To ſnatch thy virtues from their lov'd retreat, 
% Drag thee reluctant to the taunts of men, 
„%% And make thee minifter—Oh ! God !—but when!“ 

Thus mourn'd the youth —till, ſunk in penſive grief, 
He woo'd. his handkerchiet for ſoft relic. 
In either pocket either hand he threw ; 
When, lo!—from each, a precious tablet flew, 
This, —his ſage patron's wond'rous ſpeech on trade: 
This, —his own book of ſarcaſms ready made, 
Tremendous book !—thou motley Magazine 


Of ſtale ſeverities, and pilfer'd ſpleen ! 
B 5 Oh! 
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Oh! rich in ill! —within thy leaves entw in'd, 

What glittering adders lurk to ſting the mind. 

Satire's Muſeum ! — with Sir Aſhton's lore, 

The naturaliſt of malice eyes thy ſtore: 

Ranging, with fell Virtü, his poiſonous tribes 

Of embryo ſneers, and animalcule gibes. 

Here inſect puns their feeble wings expand, 

To ſpeed, in little flights, their lord's command: 

There, in their paper chryſalis, he ſees 

Specks of bon-mots, and eggs of repartees. 

In modern ſpirits ancient wit he ſteeps ; 

If not its gloſs, the reptile's venom keeps: 

Thy quaintneſs, Dunning! but without thy ſenſe; 

And juſt enough of B t, for offence. 

On theſe lov*d leaves a tranſient glance he threw : 

But weightier themes his anxious thoughts purſue. 

Deep ſenatorial pomp intent to reach, 

With ardent eyes he hangs o'er Lanſdown's ſpeech. 

Then, loud the youth proclaims the enchanting words 

That charm'd the “ noble natures” of the lords. 
& Toft and obſcur'd in Bowood's humble boww'r, 

No party tool no candidate for pow'r — 

„I come, my lords! an hermit from my cell, 

AH. few blunt truths in my plain flyle to tell, 

* Highly I praiſe your late commercial plan; 

© Kingdoms ſhould all unite—like man and man. 

% The French love peace—amdition they deteſt + 

« But Cherburg's frightful works deny me reft. 


« With 
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* With joy Lee new wealth for Britain ſhipp'd. 
Liſbon's a froward child, and ſhould be whipp'd. 
Let Portugal's our old and beft ally, 

% And Gallic faith is but a ſlender tie. 

« My lords! the manufacturer“ a fool ; 

&« The clothier, too, knows nothing about wool : 

„ Thetr intereſts flill demand our conflant care; 
Their griefs are mine—their fears are my deſpair. 
« My lords! my ſoul is big with dire alarms ; 
„Turks, Germans, Ruſſians, Pruſſians, all in arms ? 
„ A noble Pole ¶ Jm proud to call him friend!) 

“ Tells me of thing. cannot comprehend. 

„% Your lordſhips hairs would ffand on end to hear 
My laſt diſpatches from the Grand Vizier. 

« The fears of Dantzick-merchants can't be told; 

& Accounts from Crakow make my blood run cold. 

« The ftate of Poriſmouth, and of Plymouth Docks, 
« Four Trade—your T axes—Army— Nagy - Stocks 
« All haunt me in my dreams; and, when I riſe, 

« The Bank of England /cares my open eyes. 

« ] fee know ſome dreadful florm is brewing ; 

%% Arm all your coaſ{s—your Navy is your ruin. 

« I /ay it flill; but (let me be veliev'd) 

“In this your lordſhips have been much deceiv'd. 

A noble Duke affirms, I lite his plan: 

& never did, my lords I never can— 

« Shame on the ſlanderous breath ! which dares inflill 
* That I, who now condemn, adwvis'd the ill, 
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& Plain words, thank Heav'n ! are always underftood : 
&« could approve, 1 /aid—but not I would. | 
% Anxious to make the noble Duke content, 
& My view was juft to ſeem to give conſent, 
T While all the ævorld might ſee that nothing leſs wwas 


© meant.” 


While Jekyll thus, the rich exhauſtleſs ſtore 


Of Lanſdown's rhetoric ponders o'er and o'er ; 


And, rapt in happier dreams of future days, 
His patron's triumphs in his own ſurveys ; 
Admiring barriſters in crowds reſort 
From Fig-tree—-Brick—-Hare—-Pump—and Garden 
Court. 
Anxious they gaze—and watch with ſilent awe 
The motley fon of politics and law. 
Meanwhile, with ſofteſt ſmiles and courteous bows, 
He, graceful bending, greets their ardent vows. 
„Thanks, generous friends,“ he cries, © kind Tem- 
& plers, thanks! 
& 'Tho' now, with Lanidown's band, your Jekyll ranks, 
© Think not, he wholly quits /ack-letter cares; 
“ Still—ſtill the Jawyer with the fate/ſman ſhares,” 
But, ſee! the ſhades of night o'erſpread the ſkies ! 
Thick fogs and vapours from the Thames ariſe. 
Far different hopes our ſeparate toils inſpire ; 
To parchment you, and precedent retire, 
With deeper bronze your darkeſt looks imbrown, 
Adjuſt your brows for the demurring frown : 


4 Brood 
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Brood o'er the fierce rebutters of the bar, 
And brave the i/ue of the gowned war. 
Me, all unpractis'd in the baſhiu} mood, 
Strange, novice thoughts, and alien cares delude, 
Yes, modeſt Eloquence! ev'n 7 muſt court 
For once, with mimic vows, thy coy ſupport. 
Oh! would'ſt thou lend the ſemblance of my charms! 
Feign'd agitations, and aſſum'd alarms ; 
'Twere all I'd aſk :—but for one day alone 
To ape thy downcaſt look—thy ſuppliant tone: 
To pauſe—and bow with heſitating grace 
Here try to falter there a word miſplace: 
Long: baniſli'd bluſhes this pale cheek to teach, 
And act the miſeries of a maiden ſpeech. 


The 
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[The following Jeu d'Eſprit appeared a feu years ago, in 
ridicule of a great deal of ſerious writing, which was 
encouraged at the time again/? a propoſed League between 
the Theatrical Potentates of Drury Lane and Covent 
Garden, for the Purpoſe of interchanging Performers, 
and otherwiſe amicably ſupporting their mutual intereſts. 
The plan undoubtedly had ſome tendency to weaken dra- 


matic competition, and, of courſe, as it alarmed the Ac- 


1 ' fors, there was much talk of mutiny, riots, Sc. The 
2 _ pleaſantry of the following ſuppoſed Correſpondence 
2 greatly contributed to reſtore good humour to the Green 
1 Room. | 


Faithful Copies of Letters between 
HSOPEING and WILD, 


PROMPTERS TO THE MONOPOLIZERS, 


Drury Lane, Nov. gth. 
Dear Wir p, 


Fo God's fake, lend me a couple of Con/p:rrators 

for to-night—Recolle& you have borrowed one of our's 

bet for a ſinging Druid, and another of our beſt is Doge of 
{4 Venice on Packer*s reſignation. 


| 0 Entirely and devotedly your's, 
4 8 HOPKINS. 


17 | Covent 


Covent Garden, Nov. g. 
My dear Horkixs, 


I have ordered them to look you out two of our gen- 
teeleſt Aſſaſſins, and I'll take care they ſhall go ſhaved 
and ſober. Pray tell Farren he mult play our Archbi- 
ſhop to-morrow : we'll cut the part, that he may dreſs 
time enough afterwards for your General in The Camp. 

Yow's perpetually, 
WIL D. 


P. 8. If you have a Full Moon to ſpare, I wiſh you'd: 
lend it us for Thurſday. I ſend you ſome Lightning that 
I can venture to recommend. a 


Covent Garden, Nou. 11, 
Dear Hoekins, 


Pray how ſhall we manage without Sith to-morrow ? 
TI depended on your lending him us for Harry the Fifth ; 
but now I ſee you have put him up for Charles Surface. 
Cou'dn't you let him come to us and play two acts of 
Harry, as you don't want him in Charles till your third? 
And then Hull ſhall read the reſt, with an apology for 
Smith's being ſuddenly hoarſe, ſprained his ancle, &c. &c. 
Cordially your's, 
WILD. 


P. S. My Veſtal Virgin gets ſo curſed big, I wiſh you'd 
lend us Mrs, Robinſon for a night, 


Drury 


Drury Lane, Nov. 11. 
Dear WII od, 


By particular dęſire, our Veſtal is not transferable, but 
we have a ſpare Venus and duplicate Juno's; ſo ſend a 
hackney-coach for which-ever fuits you.—The ſcheme 
for Smith won't do—but change your Play to any thing; 
for we'll tack The Camp to the School for Scandal, to ſes 
cure you an overflow, 
Thoroughly your's, 
HOPKINS. 


| Covent Garden, Nov. 12. 
My dear Fellow, | 
Here's the Devil to do about our Tueſday's Panto- 
mime—the blackſmith can't repair our-great Serpent till 


Friday, and the old Camel that we thought quite 
ſound has broke down at rehearſal, ſo pray ſend us your 


Elephant by the bearer, and a ſmall Tyger with the long- 


eſt tail you can pick out. I muſt trouble you too for a 


dozen of your beſt dancing Shepherds for that night; 
for though I ſee you'll want them for Highwaymen in the 


Beggar's Opera, they'll be quite in time for us after- 
wards. 5 | 


For ever completely your's, 
WILD. 


Drury 


Drury Lane, Nev. 12. 
Dear W 1LD, | 

I juſt write you a line while the beaſts are packing up, 
to beg you'll not be out of ſpirits, as you may depend on 
the Shepherds, and any other animals you have occaſion 
for. 1 have 1t in orders to acquaint you too, that as we 
don't uſe Henderſon for Falffaff on Friday, you may have 
him for Richard, with a dozen and a half of or Soldiers 
for Bo/avorth Field, only begging you'll return 'em us 
in time for Co-heath, 


Totally your's, 
HOPKINS, 


Lend me a Cupid - mine has got the meaſles, 


Covent Garden, Nov, 12. 
Diar HopxING, 

Thank you for Henderſon and the Soldiers do let 
them bring their helmets, for our's are tinning,—The 
bearer is our Cupid, at a ſhilling a night, finding his 
own wings, 

Gemüncly your's, 
WILD, 


ON 


„„ 


ON THE APPROACHING DISSOLUTION OF A VERY 
PLEASANT PARTY AT REDLYNCH, 
FEB. 21, 1784. 


BY THE EARL OF ILCHESTER. 


THE time draws nigh, when deareſt friends muſt part, 
Howe'er repugnant to the ſocial heart; 

Leave the dear circle of a friendly fire, | 

Where eaſe and freedom join'd, gay thoughts inſpire, 
There no reſtraint the mind controuls, no dread 
That words once utter'd would be beſt unſaid ; 
But each incline the way his humour leads, 

And crack the joke that ſportive fancy breeds ; 
Without reſerve ſhall fing, ſhall chat, ſhall laugh, 
And drink plain water, or Madeira quaff; 

Each paſs the morn the way he beſt may hit, 

In riding, walking, or at ſober whiſt; 

And ihould not books their wonted pleaſure yield, 
Inclin'd to active ſports, may take the field. 
Adieu then, all the pleaſant walks we've ta'en 
To Shipton, Godminſter, and Dropping Lane! 
No more the woods their ſylvan dames ſhall boaſt, 
But mourn in hollow ſounds their beauties loſt ! 
No fair protectreſs, by her nod to ſpare 

The painted pheaſant, or the timid hare, 

Shall there be found, alike they now muſt run 
The direful chance of the remorſeleſs gun! 


Adieu 


1 
Adien then, Commerce! and adieu, Picquet ! 
Adieu the frolics of our lively ſet! 
No more the winged lark, to pleaſe the fair, 
With rapid ſtrokes ſhall cut the liquid air, 
No longer ſhall from hand to hand rebound, 
Nor echo double the repeated ſound : 
No merry ev'nings will there now be ſeen, 
No ſupper Bychin* cloſe the midnight ſcene ; 
Then why we part I can no reaſon give, 
Friends thus united could for ever live: 
Nor ſhould you find your hoſt could with your ſtay 
Were ſhorten'd even by a ſingle day : 
But fince fate bids that we ſo ſoon muſt part, 
Take the effuſions of a grateful heart, 
Take all I have, *tis thanks, and firſt they're due 
To Harriet, Marg'ret, and to little Lu, 
My friend the + Vice and all the little tribe 
Of pratlers here, whom thus I ſhall deſcribe ; 
As Toby, Charles, Miſs Lilly, ſsinny ſhe, 
The lively Kate, ſtout Muſtapha and Fee !$ 
To you too, Mrs, Charles, || my thanks belong, 
And eke your jocial ſpouſe ſhall ſhare my ſong : 


* A Welch term for a fecond ſupper late in the night. 


+ Lady Harriet Acland and Lady Lucy Digby, fiſters of Lord II- 
cheſter, 


} Hon, Stephen Digby, brother to Lord Digby, and Vice Chamber- 
lain to the Queen , 


$ Children of Lady Harriet's and Lady Lucy's 
Hon. Mrs, C. Digby, 


What 
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What tho' you chide in ſo ſevere a ſtile, 

You wear no angry face without a ſmile, 

What tho' this, Campbell, be your firſt eſſay, 
To viſit Redlynch, yet your friendly ſtay 

My muſe ſhall praiſe; ſhe ſhall alike lament, 
Your courſe ſo ſoon is to the northward bent: 
Yet ſtill T truſt that you who've gone ſo far, 

To brave the dangers of a fatal war, 

Gone miles by thouſands England's broils to end, 
Will think but light of hundreds for a friend. 
Your abſence, * Col'nel, give not ſo much fear, 
Your home to Redlynch is ſo very near; 

For public good you work with double hand, 
Now wield the truncheon, and now till the land, 
And tho” you ſeek the military plain, 

Your farm is ſure to bring you back again, 

Th' Oxonian Charles, F whene'er his term is o'er, 
Thinks of his College and his gown no more ; 
Flies to the weſt, impatient to purſue 

Thoſe ſports, which many hapleſs ducks ſhall rue: 
And with quaint fayings which can no one hurt, 
His mirth ſhall pleaſe, his gravity divert, 

Nor ſhall thoſe friends who live in Diſcove lot, ; 
In this poor verſe be totally forgot; 


* Lieut, Col. Strangways, his Lordſhip's next brother, a great farmer. 

+ Hon. Ch. Strang ways, his Lordſhip's third brother. 

A cottage cloſe to the park, fitted up by his Lordihip's mother, 
and where {he paſſcs every Chriſtmaa. 


No, 
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No, 'tis a comfort they reſide ſo near, 
And health continues with each growing year ! 
Still it remains fincerely to regret, 

That O“ and Suſan had not join'd our ſet; 
She, whoſe good ſenſe is ever ſhewn ; with eaſe, 

With judgement ſound, and manners form'd to pleaſe, 
And he, whoſe lively talents always ſhine, 

Who blends ſo much good humour with his wine, 
Whoſe fertile fancy, and whoſe ſprightly wit, 

Alike the taſte of ev'ry party. hit. 

Oh ! had Hygeia ſmil'd he had been there, 

May then Hygeia ſmile, ſhall] be my pray'r ! 

We part, and all to diff' rent ſpots reſort, 

Lu ſeeks the town, the Vice the ſplendid Court ; 

+ You too, your children with maternal care 
T'improve, the chilling winds regardleſs dare, 

For them you fly from Pixton's diſtant parts, 

To ſeek the feats of the politer arts 

And you, ſo ſure to be eclips'd by none, 

Dare meet the beauties of the Polygon. 

Yet truſt, my Mary, of theſe friends bereft, 

We ſtill ſha!! find a laſting comfort left; 

Look round and view the circle at your feet, 

The lively bleſſings of our calm retreat: 


* Wm. O'Brien, Eſq. barriſter at law, married to Lady Suſan, hi: 
Lordſhip's eldeft ſiſter. 

+ Lady Harriet Acland. 

3 Counteſs of Ilcheftor, 


Theſo 
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Theſe with their merry tales ſhall life beguile, 
And keep it fleeting 1n perpetual ſmile. 
Once more adieu! and hear a faithful friend, 
May health and happineſs your ſteps attend ! 
And promiſe all to grant this laſt my pray'r, 
Thus to reviſit Redlynchev'ry year! 


Written in Hatfield, the 16th of July, 1783, on ſeeing the 
Horſes belonging to the Counteſs of Saliſbury run off 
with the Carriage, the Moment her Ladyſhip quitted it, 
but flopped immediately on her Approach. 


WHEN the enchanting Cecil drove 

The car of Beauty, crown'd with Love, 
The Sun's vicegerent here, 

With conſcious pride, her gen'rous ſteeds 

Flew with her o'er th' enamel'd meads, 
Proud ſo much worth to bear ! 


No ſooner had the fair withdrawn 

From her mild reign, than o'er the lawn 
The ſorrowing courſers ran! 

Thro' roſy bower, thro' woodbine ſhade, 

Sequeſter'd gloom, and opening glade, 
They ſcorn'd the voice of man ! 


*T was thus when Phæton rul'd the ſkies, 
Th' aſtoniſh'd world with vaſt ſurpriſe 


Beheld the ambitious boy. 
With 


1 


With horror ſtruck, mankind then ſaw 
Great Nature ſtarting from her law ; 
This hapleſs globe deſtroy ! 


At laſt bright Sol reſum'd his ſway, 
Reſtor'd the world to perfect day, 
With gladneſs Nature crown'd ! 
So when iweet Saliſbury appear'd, 
Her well-known voice with joy they heard, 


Her ſway with tranſport own'd ! 
J. T=—LL, 


The following lines are the ſubflance of a converſation be- 
tween the Hon, Henry Erſkine and à certain northern 
Ducheſs, & not more diſtinguiſhed by her beauty than her 
avit and happy talent at repartee, in which alſo it is well 
known the honourable gentleman is peculiarly eminent. 
The thought <vas almoſt inſtantly turned into rhyme by the 
Author of the Cave of Morar. 


Whr don't your Grace, ſaid Exſtine, ſtili reſide 
With us, in George's Square, our joy and pride ? 
Won't you return? No, no, reply'd her Grace, 

I do not like it—'tis a vile dull place. 

That is, quoth he, as if the Sun ſhould ſay, 

« A vile dark morning this—I will not riſe to-day.” 


Sept. 16, 1786. 
* Ducheſs of Gordon, 
H OM E- 


©. 84 3 


HOMERIC ANECDOTE, 


WITH SOME VERSES SUBJOINED, 


BY WM. J. BAKER, ESQ. 


AT Dottor ]J—ph—n's, in the north of Ireland, one 
of his ſons happened to be engaged in reading a portion 
of Homer's Iliad for a college examination. Having 
met with a very minute enumeration of the articles of 
uno's dreſs, as mentioned on the occaſion of her project 
to ſurpriſe and charm Jupiter, the ſtudent with a view 
to help his memory, took down on a flip of a paper the 
ſeveral ornaments of the Goddeſs as they occurred, 


Some little time after Mrs. ph -n had occaſion, as 
was often the caſe, to ſend to Raphoe, a neighbouring 
town, for ſome houſehold necefſaries—the memorandum 
above-mentioned happening to lye in her way, and re- 
ſembling one ſhe had written herſelf on the occaſion, it 
was given to the meſſenger, with ſtrict charge to procure 
every article it contained This injunction was by no 
meaus thrown away on the faithful Mercury, inaſmuch 
as he ſpent the greateſt part of the day (quite unaccoun- 
tably to Mrs. ] n) in ſearch of the various and un- 
common articles neceſſary to pleaſe the toilet of the Queen 
of the ſkies, who, we may eaſily ſuppoſe, from her ge- 
neral anxiety on the ſubject of her perſonal attractions, 


but more particularly from the ſpur of the occaſion, had 


herſelf 


( 25 J 
herſelf ſpared neither pains nor expenſe in this purſuit; 
The milliners and haberdaſhers were, as may be well be. 
lieved, taken a little out of their ere; yet what with 
their defire to pleaſe, and the determined diligence of 
the meſſenger, the articles in the memorandum, with 
ſcarcely any exception, were brought home as good as 
the town could afford them. This Malentendu, in a claſ- 
ſical family, very naturally, was thought to make ample 
amends by its divertivg fingurality, for any little diſap- 
pointment in the houſe-keeping way. This circumſtance 
was told me by John In, who was a witneſs of it; and 
he added, that when I next converſed with Apollo or the 
Muſes, I ſhoutd do well to tranſmit through. them, this 
intereſting intclligence to the goddeſs in queſtion, My 
anſwer in the following lines may come in here not im- 
properly in the way of epilogue: 


So, it ſeems you're ſurpriz'd any creature ſhould go 
To ſeek Juno's attire at the town of Raphoe, 

But the matter to me appears quite a plain caſe, 

For a * Venus of late you know liv'd at the place; 

And wherever ſhe chuſes to fix her abode, 

*Tis no wonder that dreſs ſhould be well underſtood. 
I've no time of late the coy muſes to follow, 

And little or nothing to do with Apollo; 


* Mrs. Pt, then newly married, 
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But can tell you that, in about nzze months or ſo, 
Madame * Juno ſets out on a trip to Raphoe, 
And the things may be ſent to the heavenly dame, 
If you find that the faſhion continues the ſame, 


VERSES TO J. LTE, ESQ. 


GIVING SOME ACCOUNT OF THE PASSAGE FROM 
DUBLIN TO HOLYHEAD, 


BY W. J. BAKER. 


Holyhead, Dec. 10, 1788. 


T RETIRE for an hour ere the paſſengers dine, 


On my fortunate voyage to write you a line, 
That I waited ſo long I have cauſe to be glad, 
For a pleaſanter paſſage I never yet had. 


Tas about twelve laſt night when I crept into bed, 


And at waking I found myſelf juſt at the Head. 
Ten hours in the whole brought us all ſafe to ſhore, 
In conſcience how could we have wiſh'd any more! 

No toſſing, nor tumbling, nor nauſea was felt, 
No groanings were heard, and no odours were ſmelt, 
No ladies annoy'd us with fearful ſuggeſtions, 
No ſtew'rd was tormented with numberleſs queſtions ; 
No baſons were. ſcreech'd for with hideous impatience, 
No whining diſturb'd us, nor loud imprecations, 


Juno Lucina, 


No 


1 
No clatter on deck, nor Atridorgque rudentum, 
No flapping of fails as if thunder had rent 'em, 
With a ſteady north-weſt we kept right a-head ſteering, 
And the * Herring pond croſs'd without tacking or veer- 
ing. 
So the ſtores which your good-natur'd care had provided, 
Mongſt the voracious failors at morn were divided; 
And firſt the roaſt pullets afforded them ſport, 
And next they fell foul of your excellent port; 
The ſixpenny loaf into pieces was cut, 
And each made its way to ſome ravenous gut, 
Aboard were ſome people whom robody Runcats, 
No gens comme il fant, neither ladies nor bcaux, 
The 7 Biſhop I wund here on coming aſhore, 
Lord S—-n—r—n ſet out ſ:me minutes before. 
The firſt was a day more at ſea than your humble, 
The latter ten hours, ſo I have no right to grumble. 
His Majeſty's yacht, and four packets beſide, 
Came in hot and hot in the laſt but one tide. 
The chaiſes draw up for the trunks to be tied on, 
For two luſty reaſons, J hope for a wide one. 
The ſpatchcocks and beef-ſtakes now claim my attention, 
Dear Sir, I'm more your's than Ive now time to men- 
tion, : 


* A polite term for the Irith channel, 
+ Of C—f—rt, 
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INSCRIPTION, 


" FOR MES. L. COTTAGE AT H 


BY W. J. BAKER. ; 


3 T HIS bumble and modeſt retreat, 
Where Peace and Simplicity dwell, 
A few artleſs verſes ſhall greet, 
No others would ſuit it ſo well, 


Here wood, lawn, and water are nigh, 
The lonely and cheeriul combin'd, 
Here landſcape indulges the eye, 
And ſweet contemplation the mind. 


Here often at eve and at morn 
Shall ſome gladſome paſtime be found, 
And all worldly cares quite forſworn, 
Contentment ſhall ſmile all around, 


Hard by ſee the clear dimpling rill, 
That wears its fantaſtical courſe; 

Yet ſome jealous pow'r, alas! ſtill 
Obſtructs but too often its ſource, * 


* The ſtream had unfortunately become dry more than once. 
Nor 
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Nor yet be the fountain untold, 
We call by ſo precious a name, * 

And ſurer than letters of gold, 
This honour endears it to fame. 


The ſwains did the river God ſpy, 
Uplifting his ſedge-tufted head, 

And ecſtaſy beam'd in his eye, 
While to Natads and Zephyrs he ſaid ; 


Here henceforth my court ſhall I keep, 
And here let your homage be paid, 

My ftream ſhall reluctantly creep, 
By the charms of the landſcape delay'd, 


And ſtill as the high ſwelling tides 
In miſchievous pride ſhall deſcend, 
Each pow'r my command that abides, 
This favour'd retreat ſhall defend, 2 


Here Zephyrs ſweep gently along, 

To court the ſmooth cheek of the fair, 
And long let the roſes be young, 

That beauty and health planted there. 


And ne'er let the moment arrive, 

When pleaſures ſo pure ſhall not pleaſe, 
Searce would it be worth while to live, 

It loſt to enjoyments like theſe. 


* Mrs. L—'s Chriſtian name. 
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CANZONE DI PETRARC A. 


CHIARE, freſche e dolci acque, 
Ove le belle membra 
Poſe colei che ſola a me par donna ; 
Gentil ramo ove piacque | 
(Con ſoſpir mi rimembra) 
A let di fare al bel fianco colonna ; 
Erba, e fior, che la gonna 
Leggiadra ricoverſe 


Con Vangelico ſeno z 
Aer ſacro ſereno, 
Ov? amor co'begli occhi il cor m'aperfe; 
Date udienza inſieme 
. Alle dolenti mie parole eſtreme, 


D'egli è pur mio deſtino, 
E'l cielo in cio s' adopra 
Ch' amor queſt occhi lagrimando chiuda; 
Qual che grazia il meſchino 
Corpo fra voi ricopra; 
E torni Valma al proprio albergo ignuda; 
La morte fia men cruda, 
Se queſta ſpeme porto 
A quel dubbioſo paſſo; 
Che lo ſpirito laſſo 
Non poria mai'n pit ripoſato porto, 
Ne'n 


E 
NCn pin tranquilla foſſa 
Fuggir la carne travagliata e Voſla, 


Tempo verrà ancor forſe 
Ch'all'uſato ſoggiorno 
Torni la fera bella e manſueta; 
E là *vclla mi ſcorſe 
Nel benedetto giorno, 
Volga la viſta deſioſa e lieta, 
Cercandomi : ed, O pieta! 
Gia terra infra le pietre 
Vedendo, amor Vinſpira 
In gulſa, che ſoſpiri 
$ dolcemente, che mereè m'impetre, 
E faccia forza al cielo, 
Aſciugandoſi gli occhi col bel velo. 


INITATED BY W. I. BAKER, 


VE limpid waters, happy ſtream, 
Where oft with chaſte alarms, 
Fair Laura from the noontide beam 
Refreſh'd her matchleſs charms. 


Ye branches, by whoſe leaves careſs*d 
Her beauties ſhelter'd lay, 

The flow'rs ſhe to her boſom preſs'd 
More envied ſtill than they. 
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And thou, ſweet air, with am'rous breeze, 


That o'er my ſenſes ſole, 
And, ſcarcely felt by aſpen trees, 
In tranſport wrapt my ſoul. 


Witneſs, ye gentle tokens all, 
That oft recal my fighs, 

Let not my platat unheeded fall, 
Nor my laſt pray*r deſpiſe, 


It theſe ſad eyes high heav'n ordains 
In bitter teais to cloſe, 


Mongſt you then let my poor remains 


In hoping peace repoſe, 


What though my ſpirit then ſet free 
Shall to its home return, 

That favour'd ſpot *twill joy to ſee, 
Receives my fun'ral urn. 


Haply at length the lighting fair, 
Nor diſtant be that nour, 


May to the once-lov'd haunt repair, 
And ſeck th' accuſtom'd bow'r. 


Round her inquiring eyes ſhe'll caſt, 
To learn if I be near, 

She may, perhaps, defire at laſt 
For once to find me there. 


Thea 
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Then as my tomb arreſts her view, 
Relenting tears will ſteal 

Adown that cheek of roſeate hue, 
And reach her modeſt veil. 


L er heart ſhall feel its rigours end, 
Touch'd with my hapleſs love, 
A pity*ng ſigh to heav'n ſhe'll ſend, 

And make my peace above. 


VERS SUR UNE ROSE, 


PAR MONSIEUR BERNARD.“ 


TL ENDRE fruit des pleurs de  Aurore, 
Objet des baifers du Zephir, 

Reine de l'empire de Flore, 
Hite toi de I'epanour. 


Que dis-je, helas ! diffcre encore, 
Differe un moment a t'ouvrir, 

L'inſtant qui doit te faire eclore 
Eſt celui qui doit te fletrir, 


N. B. The copy of this celebrated ſonnet, which is here follow- 
ed, is in ſome parts different from, and it may be ſafely ſaid, more 
ſpirited, than that which is found in ſome editions cf the work of Ber- 
nard ; the two firſt lines of the fixth and the whole ſeventh ſtanza, will 
juſtify this obſervation. 
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Themiſe eſt un fleur nouvelle, 
Qui ſubira le meme loi, 

Roſe, tu dois briller comme elle, 
Elle doit paſſer comme toi. 


Deſcends de ta tige Epineuſe, 
Viens la parer de tes couleurs, 

Tu dois ètre la plus heureuſe, 
Comme la plus belle des fleurs. 


Va, meurs ſur le ſein de Themiſe, 
Qu'il ſoit ton trone et ton tombeau, 
Jaloux de ton ſort je n'aſpire 
Qu'au bonheur d'un trepas fi beau. 


Tu vivras plus d'un jour peutetre 
Sur Pautel que tu dois parer, 
Un ſoupir t'y fera renaitre, 
Si Themiſe peut ſoupirer. 


Fais lui ſentir par mes alarmes 
Le prix du plus grand de ſes biens, 
En voyant expirer tes charmes, 
Qu'elle apprenne à jouir des ſiens. 


Si quelque main a Pimprudence 
D'y venir troubler mon repos, 

Emporte avec toi ma vengeance, 
Garde une epine à mes rivaux, 


TRANS- 
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TRANSLATED BY W. I. BAKER, 


(OFFSPRING of the tears of morn, 
Round whom am'rous Zephyrs play, 
Haſte, the gay parterre adorn, 
Spread thy treaſures to the day. 


Yet, ah! ſtop thy op'ning bloom, 
Charm not yet our longing eyes, 

For, alas! why urge thy doom, 
Since thy life ſo quickly flies. 


Laura is a tender flow'r, 
Fated to the ſame decree, 

Role, perhaps thou'lt ſhine like her, 
She muſt pais away like thee, 


Come, renounce thy thorny ſeat | 
For a place in Laura's breaſt, 
More than other bloſſoms ſweet, 
So thy lot ſhould be more bleſt, . 


There thy laſt and proudeſt day 
Shews at once thy tomb and throne, 
Not a wiſh were left I'd ſay, 
Could I cali thy fate my own, 
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Not ſo ſoon perhaps thou'lt die, 
As unwillingly I've ſaid, 
If ſhe yet has learn'd to ſigh, 
Sighs may raiſe thy drooping head. 


V hen the lovely nymph regrets 
That thy prime ſo ſoon is flown, 
Warn her heart that it forgets, 
How ſhe ſhould employ her own.. 


If a rival's hand ſhould dare 
To encroach where thou art worn, 
Be my vengeance all thy care, | 
Let him feel thy ſharpeſt thorn, 


THE LAST SPEECH AND DYING DECLARATION OF 
SKIP THE MAGPIE, 


CONDEMNED TO BE HANGED AND GIBBETTED IN THE 


BARLEY FIELD AT E. N, AND NOW LYING. 


UNDER SENTENCE IN HIS CELL AT SAID PLACE, 


By W. an BAKER. 


As I underſtand that judgment has been paſſed upon 
we, and that I now remain for execution, I think it ne- 
ceſſary to ſay a few words before the fatal hour comes, 
when I am to launch into eternity: and on this occaſion 
I ſhall take the liberty of departing from the form in 
which this kind of addrefs to the public is uſually drawn 


I 
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up; as I am compelled by a hard neceſſity, and whiek 
ſhould move the pity of my judges, to enter upon my 
juſtification after ſentence has been paſſed upon me, and 
to endeavour to clear my character, when 1 have no lon- 
ger any hopes of ſaving my life. Before I proceed to 
my exculpation, it would be proper to remark upon the 
extraordinary manner in which my trial, if I can call it 
ſo, has been conducted; it cannot be denied that I have 
been condemned unheard, in my abſence, without ha- 
ving been furniſhed with a copy of my indictment, with- 
out having been confronted with my accuſers, without 
having been indulged with counſel to plead for me, in 
ſhort, in violation of every form uſual in criminal caſes, 
and in conformity to no one known proceſs of juriſdiction, 
unleſs martial law can be ſo called. The ſuggeſtions and 
pretexts upon which theſe unprecedented ſteps have been 
taken to bring me to an ignominious death, are ſuch as 
in juſtice to myſelf I do not think I ought to carry to the 
grave with me. And here I beſeech the public to be at- 
tentive in diſtinguiſhing guilt from accuſation, and ſub- 
ſtantial juſtice from perſecution. A vague and general 
charge has been made againſt me and all my race, that 
we are chattering, pert, intruding birds, that meddle 
continually with other people's concerns, without ever 
giving them any aſliſtance, 


Now, if taiking too much be a capital crime, I ſhould 
be glad to know what defence can be ſet up for a large 
deſcrip» 
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deſcription of ladies who are notoriouſly guilty of this 
practice, many of them from their cradle up; in what 
manner is it propoſed to bring to reaſon ſeveral private 
ſocieties, where the clack is inceſſant, and frequently not 
more entertaining than our's; who will deviſe ſuch a 
code as will reach offences of this nature in the ſenate 
and at the bar? what methods will be effectual in order 
to do juſtice upon the waiting maids in this very houſe, 
as well as in every other of the ſame claſs ? they whoſe 
whole ſiſterhood is repreſented in the beſt comedies of 
this and the French nation, which are certainly the trueſt 
mirrors of real life, is, I ſay, repreſented as prattling 
by profeſſion, whoſe whole talent is in their tongue, and 
to whom therefore the charge of chattering, pert, intru- 
dinz, meddling birds, is full as applicable, if not more 
ſo, as to me and thoſe of my ſpecies. 


Not to go farther than the parlour, I fhould wiſh to 
hear what excufe Mr, B—r and little John, thoſe eternal 
talkers, and who daſh at every thing, can offer in their 
favour; one would naturally have thought that theſe 
chatterers ſhould have felt ſome ſympathy for my un- 
happy ſituation, and pleaded the cauſe of an oppreſſed 
brother ; but I have found by ſad experience, that they 
do not like any talkers but themſelves, and that the vul- 
gar proverb is here verified, that twe of a trade can ne- 
ver agree; ſo that any thing they have ſaid, inſtead of 
being favourable to my cauſe, has on the contrary tended 

to 


1990 


to throw a ridicule over my grievances, and to dec my 
„ to mercy. 


The next charge brought againſt me is, that I have 
ſhewn a paſſion for viewing my face and perſon in a 
looking-glaſs, from which it is pretended that confider- 
able danger would accrue to that brittle and coſtly article 
of furniture. On this charge, at leaſt, I may hope for 
the countenance and protection of Miſs M and 
Miſs J , who muſt be conſcious of a like propenſity 
in themſelves, and who, I am ſure, are too gentle and 
too juſt to allow that a poor Magpie ſhould be brought 
to public execution for a practice, which they themſelves 
indulge for ſome hours in every week, and by the means 
of which their conqueſts and triumphs are foretold to 
them, as was done by the oracle to generals of old, 
Even Madam herſelf is a daily debtor to this true friend 
for an elegant arrangement, or at leaſt a correction of 
her dreſs, and perbaps owes ſome of the graces of her 
deportment to that inclination, which in my caſe is urged 
as a capital offence ; nay, even the gentlemen, if they 
were candid, would confeſs, that ſhaving 1s not the only 
uſe which they make of a looking-glaſs ; witneſs the 
flouriſhing beau knots of their cravats, and other ſtudied 
adjuſtments of their dreſs, by which they expect to looł 
amiable, and with the help of bold advances to carry the 
ladies hearts by ſtorm. On this charge, therefore, had I 
been heard, I might have hoped to have done away the 

4 atro- 
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atrocious degree of guilt that has been imputed to me; 
at leaſt, if every one would have made the caſe his own, 
I could not have failed of ſucceſs. The next article of 
crimination is, that our fraternity is given to common thie- 
ving, and that we have a miſchievous pleaſure in ſecreting 
13 little articles of value, and thereby occaſioning them to 
- be loſt. That low bred and unprincipled Magpies may 
7 have indulged a propenſity to ſtealing, and thereby 
brought a general ſufpicion on our ſpecies, is what I 
ſhall readily admit; but I muſt alledge on the other hand, 
that all ſects and communities have their bad members, 
and that any of our flock, who have been given to pil- 
fering, have probably, as being imitating animals, done 
no more than follow the example of ſome accompliſhed 
originals in this art. I muſt obſerve beſide, that more 
is laid to our charge in this way than is really founded in 
fact, nothing is more eaſy or handy for the ſervants, when 
a tea ſpoon, a ſalt ſpoon, the lid of a pepper box, muſtard 
pot, &c. 1s loſt or miſlaid by their own careleſſneſs, or 
ſtolen by interlopers whom they admit improperly about 
the houſe; nothing, I ſay, is more ready than to lay the 
blame on the poor Magpie. Thus it is that Button, the 
lap-dog, is ſaid to bear the blame of certain embarr:fling 
little accidents that ſometimes happen in company. If 
thoſe perſons who are high in power would condeſcend 
to conſider what J have ſaid in my juſtification, I might 
#11] hope that mercy might be extended to me, and that 
my hard ſentence might be changed into impriſonment 
or 
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or tranſportation; but if that cannot be, J have only to 
add the words of courſe which are commonly made uſe 
of in ſuch unhappy eircumſtances as thoſe I ſtand in,— 
I was born of very diſhone/? parents in the garden hedge 
of H n, though not meriting death for what is 
laid to my charge, yet, as I have committed many other 
offences, I acknowledge that my ſentence is no more 
than I deſerve, 


I now caution all my brethren againſt that which firſt 
led me into wickedneſs, the bad example of my parents, 
Since I can remember them, their conſtant employment 
was the robbing of gardens, a practice which has led 
many to the gallows, In this way they ſupported them- 
ſelves and their family, and if I by reaſon of my youth 
was not an accomplice in their thefts, yet I was always a 
moſt willing receiver of the Kolen goods; ſo that I can- 
not now complain that I am doomed to end my life as I 
began it, oz a tree. I die an unworthy member of the 
rookery of Kenny Court, in the fourth month of my 
ages 
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THE CONTRAST. 


BY W. J. BAKER. 


By ſimile, it has been ſhown, * 

Between a woman and the moon, 

What devious courſes ſhe purſues, 

The parallel in all points true is. 
Another bard not ſo aſpiring, 
The ſex perhaps not much admiring, 
Has found their likeneſs in a cloud, 
And of his ſimile ſeems proud 

But why may we not underſtand 

By contrast how theſe matters ſtand x 
A watch of all the things I know, 
Does beſt a waman's failings ſhew, 
And plainly carries on the face o'nt 
Thoſe qualities the ladies want, 

From this at once it may be ſeen, 

Tf all things go on right within, 
The inward workings are betray'd, 
And open to the view are laid, 

But can we in their viſage find 

An index pointing to their mind, 


* Vide Aſylum, vol. ii. page 80. 
+ Swift. 
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Or will their practis'd looks diſcover 

The wiles that round their fancy hover? 
A watch, they ſay, ſhout be let go, 
And run down once a month or lo ; 

But ſhe that once has had her fling, 

To reaſon who can ever bring? 

Or who is he will regulate her, 

Or keep in order this repeater ? 

For thenceforth one may try in vain 
To make her keep good hours again. 

Her tongue perpetu'l motion ſhews, 

A problem Mudge or Arnold knows, 
And take her to what clime you will, 
You'll find the movement equal ſtill. 

My motions by my watch I guide, 

By its directions I abide, 

A faithful monitor I find it, 

And always ſhall conſult and mind it; 
But he that regulates his motions 
By deareſt life's capricious notions, 
At beſt's too early or too late, 

Or meets perhaps with Jaffier's fate, 

In one ſole point the two agree, 

Wheels within wheels in both we ſee. 


VERSES 
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VERSES WRITTEN IN THE 


BY W. J. BAKER. 


To the genius of this cel! 
Tunes the Muſe her ruſtic ſhell, 
Here the Muſes beſt are woo'd, 
Here no worldly cares intrude, 
What ſo cheerful room to dine in ? 
Or ſo cool to drink our wine in ? 
Here the grape has double zeſt, 
Doubly reliſh'd is the jeſt ; 

Form and ſtate are here abhorr*d, 
Here my Lord's no more a Lord, 
Or alike we all are Peers, 

When the fragrant Bordeaux cheers, 
Down from off this airy cliff - 

Oft are ſeen in painted {kiff, 
Nymphs and ſwains to ſkim along, 
Wrapt in mirth and artleſs ſong. 
Love they talk of, and what not, 
See they praiſe this envy'd ſpot, 

As the ſhades of night draw near, 
Ladies and the tea appear, 


* It averhangs the Thames. 


ROOT-HOUSE AT TAPLOW, 


THE SEAT OF THE EARL OF INCHIQUIN, 
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Then our mirth is more refin'd, 
Suiting more their gentle mind, 
All contending for their ſmile, 
Thus another hour beguile. 


Ever be ſuch pleaſures new, 
Joys leſs ſimple are leſs true. 


IE NETS 


DE L'ABBLE' PES PORT Es. 


I. 
RoskTTE, pour un peu d'abſence 


Votre cœur vous avez change ; 
Et moi ſachant cette inconſtance, 

Le mien autre part j'ai range ; 
Jamais plus beaute fi legere 

Sur moi tant de pouvoir n'aura, 
Nous verrons, volage bergere, 

Qui premier s'en repentira, 


II. 


Tandis qu'en pleurs je me conſume, 
Maudiſſant cet èloignement, 

Vous, qui n'aimez que par coutume, 
Careſſer un nouvel amant; 


Jamais 
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Jamais legere girouette 
Au vent ſi tot ne ſe vira; 
Nous verrons, bergere Roſette, 
Qui premier s' en repentira. 


III. 


Od ſont tant de promeſſes ſaintes, 
Tagt de pleurs verses en partant ? 
Eſt- il vrai que ces triſtes plaintes 
Sortiſſent d'un cœur inconſtant ? 
Dieux ! que vous etes menſongere! 
Maudit ſoit qui plus vous croira, 
Nous verrons, volage bergere, 


Qui premier s'en repentira. 


IV. 

Celui qui a gagnè ma place 

Ne vous peut aimer tant que moi, 
Et celle que j'aime vous paſſe 

De beauté, d'amour, et de foi. 
Gardez bien votre amitie neuve, 

La mienne plus ne variera, 
Et puis nous verrons a l'epreuve, 

Qui premier s'en repentira. 
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IMITATED BY W. I. BAXER, 


I, 


LAURA, you your heart have chang'd, 
A little abſence was the cauſe, 
Mine, upon this news eſtrang'd, 
Bends to another beauty's laws; 
Fickle fair ones rule not me, 
I ſhall as a plague prevent it; 
Faithleſs nymph, we ſoon ſhall ſee, 
Which of us will firſt repent it. 


II. 


Whilſt in tears I waſte the hours, 
Grieving that we ſhould ever part, 
You, who own but faſhion's pow'rs, 
To a new lover yield your heart; 
Never ſtreamer with the wind 
Quicker veer'd, that paſſing bent it, 
Giddy fair one foon, we'll find, 
Which of us will firſt repent it, 


III. 
Are your plighted vows forgot, 
And all your tears at parting ſhed ? 


Is it then my hapleſs lot 
By ſalſnood thus to be miſled ? 


Heay*ns ! 
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Heav'ns! what perfidy you've ſhown, 
For my tormient ſure you meant it; 

Nympb, ere long it will be known, 
Which of us will firſt repent it. 


IV. 


He that now fills up my place, 
Ne'er ſure can learn to love like me, 


She I love, in ev'ry grace 
Of mind and form ſurpaſſes thee. 
Manage well your preſent flame, 
Let your favour'd youth reſent it, 
Mine henceforth remains the ſame, 
We ſhall ſee who'll firſt repent it. 


= 3} of © Joy 
Tune, © The Vicar and Moſes.” 


Mz. Pitt, Mr. Pitt, 
Pray why don't you quit, 
And give up your troubleſome ſation ? 
Or muſt we be told, 
That if longer you hold, 
*Tis all for the good of the nation? 


Tol de rol, &c. 


Scotch Harry, Scotch Harry, 
How long will you tarry ? 


Pray 


19 
Pray take the old Weeſel's advice ; * 
Get as poor and as thin 
As when firſt you crept in, 
And then you'll ſlip out in a trice. 


Lord 7. „Lord 7, 
You may ſoon take a furlough, 
And be not in haſte to come back; 
For much as your lov'd, 
Yet 'tis fit you were ſhov'd 
From the Chancery and the Woolſack. 


Lord Graham, Lord Graham, 
And you, my Lord Bayham, 
And your brothers, at each of the boards; 
Your departure is nigh, 
So I wiſh you God be wi'ye, 
On your merits I'II waſte no more words, 


Lord Feddy, Lord Feddy, 
Who ſhow'd yourſelf ready 
To ſupport Fohn-a-Notes when he's in, 
J hope you'll not find, 
That the Whigs are ſo kind 
To reward ſuch political fi, 


Forte per anguſtam tennis nitedula rimam, 
KgRepſerat in cumeram pumenti; &c. 
« Cui muttella procul, &c. &c. 


« Macra cum repetes aretum quem macra ſubiſti.“—IIox. 
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Will Pogy, Will Pogy, 

You've damn'd luck, you rogue you, 
So lily to grope to the chair; 

But you muſt not pretend, 

'Tis the advice of a friend, 
In the new Parliament to ſit there. 
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Lord Languiſb, Lord Languiſh, 
I feel for your Angui/h, 
And ſhould aſk you a queſtion or two; 
But I've found out of late, 
That for reaſons of ſtate, 
No queſtions are anſwered by you. 
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Foe Mawbey, Foe Mawbey, 
Let your hogs be your hobby, 
But try not another election; 
It would be a ſad boar, 
And why need I ſay more, 
To meet with a ſhameful rejection. 


Lord Mulgrave, Lord Mulgrave, 
You look as a bull grave, 

Tis in vain to be ſo much caſt down, 
When you've got in a hole, 
Take a trip to the Pole, 

And forget all the plagues of the town. 


Chard: 


C 3 


Charles Brandlinz, Charles Brandling, 
O what a rough handling 
The poor abſent Sheriff has got; 
But your honor's diſgrace 
Was flung full in your face, 
So you had rather more than you brought, 


Mr. Rolle, Mr. Rolle, 

Tis a ſhame *pon my ſoul, 
For Devon to chuſe ſuch a Knight; 

Since the days of Rollo, 

TH electors, that's hollow, 
Ne'er ſent up ſo brainleſs a wight. 


Lord Sydney, Lord Sydney, 
No man of your kidney 
Muſt hope to continue in place; 
And ſure ne'er Sec. of State, 
Had ſo wig-block a pate, 
And eke ſuch an unbluſhing face. 


Sly Zenky, ly Fenky, 
Of matters what think you ? 


Say whoſe friend you are now if you durſt! 
But a word in your ear, 
Pve been told, do you hear, 

Number one was at all times the firſt, 


D 2 SONG. 
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BY DR. GLYNN, . D. FELLOW OF KING'S COLLEGE, 


CAMBRIDGE, 


'TEAZE me no more, nor think I care, 
Tho? monarchs bow at Kitty's ſhrine, 

Or powder*d coxcombs woo the fair, 
Since Kitty 1s no longer mine. 


Indiff'rent *tis alike to me, 
If my favourite dove be ſtole, 
Whether its dainty feathers be 
Pluck*d by the eagle or the owL 


If not for me its bluſhing lips 
The roſe- bud opens, what care 1 
Who the od'rous liquid ſips, 
The king of bees or butterfly? 


Like me, the Indian of Peru, 
Rich in mines of golden ore, 
De jected ſee the merchant's crew 

Tranſport it to a foreign ſliore. 


Seeks the ſlave deſpoil'd to know, 
Whether his gold, in ſliape of lace, 

Shine on the coat of birth- day beau, 
Or wear the ſtamp of George's face. 


COT. 
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K FOEM INSCRIBED TO LORD VISCOUNT MOUNT 
| EDGCOMBE, 


Tanium æwi longingua valet mntare vciuſtas. VIRG. 


By H. N. W. 


: T . * 2 - 
'W HERE Tamar's Itmpid ſtream delights the eye, 
And gently winding lingers thro' the vale, 
Like ſome coy damſel that affeRts to fly, 
Yet loiters Gill 2 bar her lover's tale, 


Begirt with venerable woods, whoſe ſhale 
Coeval with the walls it ſheltei'd grew, 
Lifting its head majeſtic o'er the glade, 
A ſtately caſtle ſtruck the traveller's view, 
No guilty Nabob's palace here appear'd, 
Rais'd on the ruins of the plunder'd Eaft ; 
Here no vain Cit fantaſtic whims had rear d, 
And gloſs'd his follies with the name of Taſte: 


o . 5 - > . 
But battlements and tow*rs with ivy crown'd, 
Which war's and time's aſſaults had long Ge:y'd, 
And many an age o'er Tamar's fiream had trown'd, 


In all the dignity of Gothic price. 


An old caſtle, anciently the reſidence of the Edgcombe family. 


D 3 


He 


— 


11 rr ＋ * . * FIR "TY" : | 4+ 4 . - 
I regis, nr 
| . — 


3 


Dies 


— I UE 


a I 


- — 4 : - * 
* - 4” * 5 c a , 
«See —— —˙— 2, pd are: * hs 


4 1 * 1 2 | A 
* 4 . as 


wy ;4 7 — % " - 4 | -1 _ 
K 
— * 6 — — . — 


© 0 7 
He thought the opening portal ſeem'd.to ſay, 
Stranger approach—nor pals incurious by, 


No pamper'd lacquey here ſliall ſtop thy way, 
Nor check thy queſtions with a rude reply. 


An ancient ſerving- man, whoſe tottering frame 
Beſpoke life's winter, greets him at the door, 
A grey-hair'd chronicle that well became 
A ſcene, where all around Time's livery wore.. 


W hate*er the manſion's former Lords befel! 
Full well he knew, and all he knew he told; 
On other times his tongue would fondly dwell, 
And gallant feats perform'd by knights of old. 


He leads the ſtranger to the Gothic hall, 
With high-arch'd roof and fretted ſculpture crown'd,. 

Where ſcatter*d gleams thro' painted windows fall 
On walls with arms and banners deck'd around: 


Dimly diſplaying to the curious eye 
(Allies in many a well-diſputed field) 

The ipear, the mace, the cuiraſs, hung on high; 
The vizard helmet and the blazon'd ſhield. 


Bow's too with arrows rang'd, whoſe ſounding flight 
(Galling the diſtant foes embattled force) 

Provok'd from far and uſher*d in the fight, 
« E'er lance yet claſh'd with lance, or horſe with horſe.” 


Hail, 


E 
Hail, venerable weapons! by whoſe aid 
Your generous lords defy*d the tyrant's frown; 


Or mad rebellion's courſe as nobly ſtay'd, 
When reſtleſs faction ſhook the regal throne. 


As when the Monk at ſight of reliques fir'd 
Recalls the glories of his patron ſaint, 
Recounts his miracles and glows inſpir'd, 

Buy ſcenes which wild enthuſiaſts fondly paint. 


So ſhall this view the toil-worn ſoldier cheer, 
And many a gallant deed of youth recall; 
The drum ſhall ſeem again to greet his ear, 
And ſwords and ſpears to clatter round the hall. 


Or perhaps, as now neglected and forgot, 
Like friends we want no more, they lighted lie, 
The fad reflection at his kindred lot 


Shall force the tear indignant from his eye. 


He too who loves the retroſpective view, 

And up the ſtream of time directs his glance, 
Shall here by Fancy's potent aid renew 

The tales of chivalry and old romance : 


Shall think he hears again the minſtrel's ſong 
Of dames whoſe charms did courteous knights enthral; 

While air-drawn forms before his eye ſhall throng, 
And ſtalk in glittering armour round the hall. 
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Some draw the threatening falchion from the ſide, 

Or ſternly frowning graſp the quivering ſpear; 
While others ſad and penſive ſeem to glide, 
And then deſponding ſigh and diſappear. 


Such are at Fancy's call, the vifions bright, 
Which riſe and ſport within her genial ray, 

In rainbow tints they flit before the fight, 
Like atoms floating in the beam of day. 


And as to that the twinkling atoms owe 
The tranſient luſtre of their vivid hue, 

So Fancy's ſcenes with warmer colours glow 
Than Truth or ſober Nature ever drew. 


Bleſt dreams, adieu! The traveller crics, and turns 
Amid the chapel's ſolemn gloom to tread, 

And bend with holy reverence o'er the urns, 
Which hold the aſhes of the mighty dead. 


With eyes and hands uprais'd there ſide by fide 
The pious founders of the manſion lie, 

Of ladies fair and courteous knights the pride, 
The chaſte Dame Alice and the brave Sir Guy. 


Around their tomb a numerous offspring bends, 
Fervent in pious harmony to ſhare, 

The pureſt incenſe which to Heaven aſcends, 
The unpolluted ſtrain of infant prayer. 
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Peace, gentle pair! and may no impious feet 
With ſteps unbleſs'd profane this hallow'd gloom, 

But here for ages may your children meet 
To light the torch of virtue at your tomb. 


Long may your honour'd life's unſullied ſpace 
To liſping infants tongues a theme ſupply, 
While 1n their looks their mothers fondly trace 
The chaſte Dame Alice and the brave Sir Guy. 


*Tis then alone when lifts of fires regown*d 
In ſouls congenial wake a kindred flame, 

That pedigree's no more an empty found, 
And heraldry no longer but a name. 


INSCRIPTION rox a SEAT at CASTLETON, 


DEDICATED BY LADY L 


By THE How. G 


N 


R, 


To thee, O Siddons ! in this calm retreat, 
Approving judgement dedicates the ſeat: 
Pledge of eſteem, which from her friendſhip flows, 
Whoſe boſom with no mimic pathos glows, 
Not to thy genius or thy fame confin'd, 
Her admiration more applauds thy mind, 
Where ſweet ſimplicity allures the heart, 
Beyond the mighty magic of thy art; 
D 5 Beyond 
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bk 1 
Beyond the melting muſic of thy tongue ; 
Beyond the graces which around thee throng ; 
Beyond thy countenance inſpir'd to ſhew, 
Each fad viciſſitude of tragic woe; 
That from th' obdurate breaſt a ſigh can ſteal, 
Or languid luxury compel to feel ; 
Beyond thy cheek, whoſe glowing tints inflame, 
When warm'd by love and when ſuffus'd by ſhame ; 
Or lip, where cold contempt halt-ſmiling lies ; 
Or anger's light'ning flaſhing from thoſe eyes, 
Whoſe brows, when agonizing griefs oppreſs, 
Bend to the eloquence of deep diſtreſs ; 
Or frantic-ſhriek, which rends th'aſtoniſh'd ear, 
Chilling the ſou] with ſympathetic fear ; 
For ſtrong evpreſſion's ev'ry power divine, 
And all its vaſt varieties are thine ! 
Delulive thee ! long e'er life's drama's done, 
Envy may blaſt the palm which genius won! 
A nobler wreath thy ſocial worth will prove; 
Maternal fondneſs twin'd with wedded love, 
Shall add unfading honours to a name, 
Whoſe private virtues gild its pablic fame. 


TO 
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TO THE MEMORY OF DAVID HOME, Es q. 


BY THE SAME, 


WUnssr genius proſtitutes her fires, 

And meanly flatters living pride;, 
Departed worth my muſe inſpires, 

Be Home my theme and truth my guide ! 
Let mourntul mem'ry weeping paint, 

A heart with every virtue fraught ; 
That e'er was practis'd by the ſaint, 

That e'er the ſage's precept taught! 
If ſhiv'ring poverty implor'd, 

Or ſuff' ring merit claim'd relief; 
His hand ſupply'd the famiſh'd board, 

Eis voice afſuag'd the poignant grief! 
When ſad mis:ortune ſigh'd her tale, 

His lenient aid was ever nigh ; 
And it beyond that aid to heal, 

The humid ſorrow dimm'd his eye. 
Mild and forgiving to his foes, 

When humble penitence apply'd: 
His firm indignant ſpirit roſe, 

It urg'd by infolence or pride. 
Threat'ned with fortune's adverſe frown, 

Dauntleſs he brav'd th' impending blow; 
And ſtill ſuperior to his own, 

Reſerv'd with tears for other's woe! 
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Of no religious ſect the ſlave, 
Extended mercy warm'd his mind; 

And truth inſcribes upon his grave, 
Here lies the friend of all Mazkind / 


INSCRIPTION FOR A SEAT AT CASTLETON. 


DEDICATED TO DOCTOR BLAIR, 


BY THE SAME. 


PROFANE impiety from hence retreat, 
Religious gratitude inſeribes this ſeat ; 
Sacred to virtue and illuſtrious Blair, 

Whoſe words aſſuaſive deprecate deſpair, 
When rude adverſity aſfails the mind; 
Teaching to praiſe our God and be refign'd: 
Or harder ſtill, if favouring fortune ſmiles, 
They ſhield our hearts from her delufive wiles— 
His calm rebuke can hoary vice reclaim, 
Diſſolving harden'd fin to weeping ſhame; 
And his each argument that may conſole, 
Or ſooth with hope the penitential ſoul. 
Impreſſive reaſoning, whoſe powers combine 
Claſhc philoſophy with truths divine; 
Perſuaſive eloquence, which gently draws 
From ſceptic breaſts a tribute of applauſe— 
His mild morality fair mercy ſhews, 

Anxious to mitigate the ſinner's woes; 


Nor 


1 


Nor dares he unrelenting vengeance deal; 

Nor rend the wounds benevolence wou'd heal; 
Nor wield with wrath th* ALMI GH x's chaſt'ning rod, 
Nor as a jealous tyrant paint his Gop ! 
Fearing no blame, ſoliciting no praiſe, 

To Heaven and truth he conſecrates his days. 


A PRAYER TO SENSIBILITY. 


N READING MRS. GREVILLE'S PRAYER FOR INDIFFE-- 
REN CE. 


BY THE SAME. 


To thee my oraiſons aſcend, 
Sweet Sen/ibility ! 

Still at thy altar I will bend, 
With ſympathetic eye. 


Ne'er let me tread the frozen path 
Of cold Indifference : 

But melt with thy amoroſial breath 
To feeling's keeneſt ſenſe, 


For other's dangers teach my heart. 
To know a friendly fear; 

In other's ills to take a part, 
And give each woe a tear, 


May 


TO 


( 62 J 
May never Apathy's cold rules 
My active ſoul obey ; 


But let me leave to torpid fools, 
A god more dull than they. 


Gently reclaim the muſe who late, 
Of thy beheſts being weary, 

Addreſs'd a prayer againſt thy ſtate, 
To Oberon the fairy. 


How vain that prayer! What ſpell can bind 
The heart that's form'd by thee ? 

Nor ſhall her ardent friendly mind, 
*T ill death, indifferent be. 


Propitious hear! So may thy ſhrine 
Be Greville's conſcious breaſt ; 
So may ber lyre accord with mine, 


That feeling makes us bleſt ! 


A LADY, WITH A COMPASS, 


BY THE SAME, 


"THE need. quivering from its pole, 
Drawn by each worthleſs nail, 


Is a true emblem of the ſoul, 


When paſſion's powers prevail: 


2 Plung'd 


E 


Plung'd in attractive pleaſure's courſe, 
It fondly ſweeps along; 

But touch'd with virtue's magnet force, 
It trembles doing wrong. 


TO A EARL. 


WITH THE PRINT OF VENUS ATTIRED BY THE GRACESs 


BY THE SAME. 


THAT far ſuperior is thy ſtate, 
Even envy muſt agree ; 

On thee a thouſand Graces wait, 
On Venus only three. 


ARS WMENTIEN DI; 


OR, THE ART OF LYING. 


By LORD HENRY SPENCER, SON OF THE DUKE OF 
MARLBOROUGH. 


From the Microcofm.) 


WHEN fordid man, by juſtice unreſtrain'q, 
Rang'd the wild woods, and food by plunder gain'd ; 
Yet unenlighten'd by mild reaſon's ray, 

Coarſe nature rul'd with undiſputed ſway, 

But when ſome ſage's great aſpiring mind, 


By bonds of mutual intereſt link'd mankind, 
Then 


1 64 ] 

Then art reſtrain'd her ſiſter's wide domain, 
And claim'd with nature, a divided reign ; 
Yet ſtill diſtruſtful of her own ſucceſs, 
She ſought to pleaſe by wearing nature's dreſs. 

So that great art, whoſe principles and ule 
Employ the pen of my unworthy muſe, 
Tho? great itſelf, in theſe degenerate days,. 
Is forced to ſhine with adicititious rays, 
Nor ever can a laſting ſceptre wield, 
Unleſs in robes of pureſt truth conceal'd.. 

Hear then, whoe'er the arduous taſk will try, 
Who wiſh with ſenſe, . with ſkill, with taſte to he; 
Ye patriots, plotting miniſters diſgrace ; 
Ye miniſters, who fear——a loſs of place ; 
Ve tradeſmen, who with writs the fop entrap, 
Ye fops, who ſtrive thoſe tradeſmen to eſcape : 
Ye reverend Jews, enrich'd by Chriſtian ſpoil, 
Ye parſons, who for benefices toil ; 
No longer hope by open war to win, 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye fools, to lye © thro? thick and thin. 


* But know this truth enough for rogues to know,” 
Lyes ne'er can pleaſe the man who thinks them ſo. 
Would you by flattery ſeek the road to wealth ? 

Puſh not too hard, but flide it in by ſtealth, 

Mark well your cully's-temper and purſuit, 

And fit to every leg the pliant boot. 

Tell not the ſpendthrift that he hoards with ſenſe, 
Tell not the miſer that he ſcorns expenſe ; 


Nor 


E 


Nor praiſe the learning of a dunce profeſt, 

Nor ſwear a floven's elegantly dreſt. 

Thus, if by chance, in harmleſs ſport and play, 
You coolly talk a character away; 

Or boldly a flat perjurer appear, 

Nor gallows dread, nor lacerated ear, 

Still let your lyes to truth ear neighbours be, 
And till with probability agree: | 

So ſhall you govern with unbounded rein, 

Nor longer cringe, and toil, and he in vain 
While Truth laments her empire quite o*erthrown, 
Aud by a form ufurp'd ſo like her ows 


O D E 


TO JOHN ROLLE, EC M, P. 


ON HIs LONG RESIDENCE IN THE COUNTRY. 


SPRUNG from the chief of Rollo's race, 
Pre-eminent in ſhape and grace, 
For Wit and Senſe admired ; 
Say, Rolle, the cauſe of this delay, 
What keeps thee from the town away ? 
By all thy frie uds defired ! 


day, 
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Say, doſt thou chace the panting ſtag, 
With 7, that witty wag, | 
On northern Devon's plains ?* 
Is the purſuit of game the cauſe, 
That deaf to Albion's weal and laws, 
Thee Tidroell f ſtill detains ? 
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Do'ſt thou in Veſtry's warm debate, 

Now thump the table, now thy pate, 
And make the Quorum ſtare ? 

Or doſt thou through the miry lanes, 

Whilſt every farmer loud complains, 
Chace the poor timid hare ? 


Thy lovely Mira, 1 well I know, 
Likes much her pretty face to ſhew,. 
In London's brilliant ſphere : 
Methinks I hear the fair one ſpeak, 
T ſce her pat thy chubby cheek, 
My love, my Jabnny & dear! 


Come, let us haſte to London's ſmoke, 
The frogs already. round us croak ! 
If here we longer ſtay, | 


* Sir T. Ackland's ſtag hounds hunt the northern part of Devon, 

+ The name of Mr. Rolle's ſeat. . 

+} Mira is the name of Mrs. Rolle. 

& Mr. and Mrs. Rolle are very fond of the appellations of Johnny 
dad Mira, and uſe them on all occaſions, Or 


E 
Of agues we ſhall ſurely die, 


Such dreadful fogs each eve? I ſpy !* ; 
Haſte, Johnny, haſte away 


Tho? thou art of Herculean mould; 
Thy heart is neither hard nor cold 
To female ſupplication ! | 
Come then, oblige thy lovely bride, 
Henceforth once more St. Stephen's pride, 
And. wonder of the. nation ! 


ASTOLPHO, 


On the day of the publication of Mr. Gibbon's concluſion of his 
Hiſtory, and the Author's birth-day ſome of the moſt cele- 
brated literary characters dined together on the occaſion. In 
the afternoon the following Stanzas, written by Mr, Hayley, 
were read to the company. 


GENII of England and of Rome! 
In mutual triumph here aſſume 

The honours each may claim ! 
The ſocial ſcene with imiles ſurvey, 
And conicorate the feſtive day 

To Friendſiip and to Fame, 


by 


® Tidwell is in a damp ſituation. 


Enough 


1 
Enough by Deſolation's tide, 
With anguiſh, and indignant pride, 
Has Rome bewail'd her fate; 
And mourn'd that time, in havoc's hour, 
Defac'd each monument of power, 
To ſpeak her truly great. 
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O'er maim'd Polybius, juſt and ſage, 

O'er Livy's mutilated page, 
How deep was her regret !. 

Touch'd by this Queen, in ruin grand 

See | Glory, by un Engliſh hand, 
Now pays a mighty debt: 

* 5 

Lo! facred to the Roman name, 

And rais'd, like Rome's immortal fame, 
By genius and. by toil,, 

Phe ſplendid work is crown'd to-day. 

On which Oblivion ne'er ſhall prey, 
Nor Envy make her ſpoil! 


England, exult! and view not how 

With jealous glance each nation's brow,, 
Where Hiſt'ry's palin has ſpread 

In every path of liberal art, 

Thy fons to prime diſtinction ſtart, 
And no ſuperior diexd,. 
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Science for thee a Newton rais'd; 

For thy renown a Shakeſpeare blaz'd, 
Lord of the Drama's ſphere ! 

In diffrent fields, to equal praiſe, 

See Hiſt'ry now thy GIBBOð raiſe 

To ſhine without a peer! 


Eager to honour hving worth, 

And bleſs to-day the double birth, 
That proudeſt joy may claim, 
Let artleſs Truth this homage pay, 
And conſecrate the feſtive day 

To Friendſhip and to Fame. 


INCANTATION, FOR RAISING A PHANTOM, IMITATED 
FROM MACBETH, AND LATELY PERFORMED .BY HIS 
MAJESTY'S SERVANTS, IN WESTMINSTER, 


Thunder.—-A Cauldron burning. 


Enter three WITCHES, 


Firſt Witch, 


THRICE the Doctors have been heard. 
Second Mich. Thrice the Houſes have conferred. 
Third itch, Thrice hath Sydney cock'd his chin, 
Jenky cries—begin, begin. 
Hirſt Witeh, Round about the Cauldron go, 
In the fell ingredients throw. 
Still- 
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Second Witch, 


Third Witch. 


Firft Witch, 


fie I 
Still-born Fœtus, born and bred 
In a Lawyers izzled head, 


Hatch“ 1 ctapiiyfic Scot, 

Boil thou h' inchanted pot. 
Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble, 
Scull that holds the ſinall remains 
Of old C—d—n's addle brains, 
Liver of the lily's hue, 
Which in R—m—<«@'s carcaſe grew; 
Tears, which ſtealing down the cheek 
Of the rugged T w, ſpeak 
All the poignent grief he feels 

For his Sov'reign—or the Seals; 
For a charm of pow'rful trouble 
Like a Hell-broth, boil and bubble. 
Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble, 
Clippings of Corinthian braſs 
From the viſage of D—d—s ; 
Forg*d Addreſs, devis'd by R—e, 
Half of P—p—r A n's noſe. 
Smuggled vote of City Thanks, 
Promiſe cf inſidious B——ks, 

Add a grain of R—llo*s courage 
To enflame the hell ſh porridge. 
Cool it, with L—-yd K—y—'s blood. 
Now the charin is firm and good, 


Alt, 
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All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and Cauldron bubble, 


Enter HEcaTE, Queen of the Witches, 


Hecate. Oh! well done! I commend your pains, 
And ev'ry one ſhall ſhare i'th' gains, 


[Cauldron ſinks, Witches fly away upon broomſlicks, 
thunder, Sc. 


The Frontiſpiece to the ſecond edition of Dr. Jobnſon's Letters is 
an admirable rebuke to the venal pen of Madame Piozz1, 
I is, wwe uncerfland, the produttion of a well-known and in- 
genius Satyriſt. He has introduced the Ghoſt of the Doctor, 
aoho addreſſes the Lady in the fullowing epigrammatic lines. 


WHEN Streatham ſpread its plenteous board, 
I open'd learning's valued hoard, 
And as I feaſted, pros'd ; 
Good things I ſaid, good things I eat, 
I gave you knowledge for your meat, 
And thought th' account was clos'd. 


If obligations ſtill T ow'd, 
You ſold each item to the crowd, 
I ſuffer*d by the tale. 
For God's fake! Madam, let me reſt, 
Nor longer vex your quondam gueſt, 
I'll pay you for your ale, 


MRS, 


Ii 1 
MRS, PIOZZI's JOHNSONIANA, 


DO ME- of the old legendafy ſtories put in verſe by 
modern writers provoked him to carricature them thus 


one day at Streatham ; but they are already well known, 
I am ſure. 


The tender infant, meek and mild, 
Fell down upon the ſtone; 


The nurſe took up the ſquealing child, 
But ſtill the child ſqueal'd on. 


A famous ballad alſo, beginning Rio verde, Rio verde, 


when I commended the tranſlation: of it, he ſaid he could 
do it better himfelf---as thus: 


Glaſly water, glaſſy water, 
Down whoſe current clear and ſtrong, 
Chiefs confus'd in mutual ſlaughter, 
Moor and Chriſtian roll along. 


But, Sir, ſaid I, this is not ridiculous at all. Why 
no, replied he, why ſhould I always write ridiculouſly ? 
Perhaps becauſe I made theſe verſes to imitate ſuch a one, 


naming him : 
Hermit hoar, in ſolemn cell 


Wearing out life's evening grey; 
Strike thy boſom, ſage, and tell, 
What is bliſs, and which the way? 


3 Thus 
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Thus I fpoke, and ſpeaking ſigh' d, 
Scarce repreſs'd the ſtarting tear, 
When the hoary ſage reply d, 
Come, my lad, and drink ſome beer. 


I could give another comical inſtance of caricatura 
imitation. Recollecting ſome day, when praiſing theſe 
verſes of Lopez de Vega, 


Se acquien los leones vence 
Vence una muger hermoſa 
O el de flaco averguence 
O ella di fer mus furioſa, 


more than he thought they deſerved, Mr. Johnſon in · 
ſtantly obſerved, ** that they were founded on a trivial 
concert, and that conceit ill explained, and ill expreſſed 
beſide. The lady, we all know, does not conquer- in 
the ſame manner as the lion does: 'tis a mere play of 
words, added he, and you might as well ſay, that 


If the man who turnips cries, 
Cry not when his father dies, 
Tis a prodf that he had rather 
Have a turnip than his father.“ 


And this humour is of the ſame ſort wich which he 
auſwered the friend who commended the following line: 


Who rules get freemen ſhould himſelf be free. 
Yo L. III. E * Ta 


A —— 


£14 ]} 


4+ To be ſure, ſaid Dr. Johnſon, 


Who drives fat oxen ſhould humſelf be fat. 


This readineſs of finding a parallel, or making one, 
was ſhewn by him perpetually in the courſe of conver- 
lation. When the French verſes of a certain pantomime 
were quoted thus, 


Je ſuis Caſſandre deſcendue des cieux, 
Pour vous faire entendre, meſdames & meſſieurs, 
Que j je ſuis Caſſandre deſcendue des Cleux ; 


he cried out gaily and fuddenty, almoſt in a moment, 


: Lam Caſſandra come down from the ſky, 
Io tell each by-ſtander what none can deny, 
That I am Caſſandra come down from the iky. 


The pretty Italian verſes too, at the end of Baretti's 
book, called Eaſy Phraſcology, he did al” improwiſo in 
the ſame manner : 


Viva! viva la padrona ! 
Tutta bella, e tutta buona, 
La padrona e un angiolella 
Tutta buona e tutta bella; 
Tutta bella e tutta buona; 
Viva! viva la padrona! 


Long may live my lovely Hetty! 
Always young and always pretty, 
Always 


| n 

Always pretty, always young, 

Live my lovely Hetty long! 

Always young and always pretty; 

Long may live my lovely Hetty! 

The famous diſtich too, of an Italian improviſatore, 

who, when the Duke of Modena ran away from the 
comet in the year 1742 or 1743, 


Se al venir veſtro i principi ſen? vanno 
Deh venga ogni di durate un anno; 


which, ſaid he, would do juſt as well in our language 
thus: 


If at your coming princes diſappear 
Comets! comme every day—and ſtay a year. 


When ſome one in company commetrided the verſes of 
M. de Benſerade à /on Lit; 


Theatres des ris et des pleurs, 

Lit ! ou je nais, et ou je meurs ; 
Tu nous fais voit comment voiſins, 
Sont non plaiſirs, et nos chagrins. 


To which he replied without heſitating, 


In bed we laugh, in bed we cry, 
And born iu bed, in bed we die; 
The near approach a bed may ſhew 
Of human bliſs to human woe. 


E 2 A STORY 
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A STORY IN SR JOHN's OWN WAY. 


I LEFT Johnſon in the evening. He had been very 
pleaſant ; there was nobody with us but ef and him; 
it was about ſeven o'clock when I parted from him, for I 
looked up to St. Dunſtan's clock. It is a pity that theſe 
beautiful figures which ſtrike the hours, ſhould be defaced 
as they are.* I went to pay a viſit to Mr. —, who then 
lived in Holborn, at the corner of the ſtreet that leads to 
Hatton Garden from Brook's Market. We talked of 
Johnſon ; he ſaid he was a great man, and that he had 
that day been converſing about the old palace of Ely, 
which was a very fine place. + And he told me the fol- 
lowing ſtory : A certain Biſhop, who has been dead about 
ſeventeen years, ſeven months, and three days, for I find 
a minute of it in my anecdote book, had one day (I 
think it was in ſummer, about July) a number of chap- 
lains with him—for poor chaplains, who cannot afford 
to buy a dinner, are very happy it any one will give them 
a dinner for nothing ; the reaſon of which, I think, muſt 


*I mentioned this once at a meeting of Juſtices, but they all agreed 
they could do nothing in the buſineſs, except myſelf would apply to the 
parith. | | 
+ There is a curious chapter of the old Pſalm Tune Book, found 
among the rubbiſk- of this palace when it was pulled down. See my 
General Hiſtory, Vol. IV. p. 268, where there are many diſcoveries on 
this ſubject, which myſef faw, and a remarkable incident which hap- 


pencd at Hicks's Hall, when I was Chairman of thc Quarter Seſſions. 
be 


Wome 


de very obvious to my readers. The Biſhop told a num- 
ber of marvellous ſtories, at which the chaplains bowed 
aſſent, and re-echoed wonderful / Among other particu- 
lars, the Biſhop told them that among the ruins of the 
palace there was found a huge zvad, which meaſured eight 
inches over the back, and. twelve in length.* All the 
chaplains faid this was wonderful. One gentleman who 
was preſent, and was very rich, + and wiſhed to ſhew his 
wit, obſerved that there muſt have been no toad eaters in 
thoſe days. When he ſaid this, he looked at the chap- 
lains, who hung down their heads, The meaning of 
what he ſaid was this, as my/ef conceives, that if there 
had been any zoad-eaters in thoſe days, they would not 
have allowed this toad to grow ſo much; for ſuppoſing 
that a toad-eater is an cater of toads, this toad muſt have 
made a rich meal to any two of them, This I take to be 
the meaning of what the rich gentleman ſaid. In our 
days, however, the word toad · eater is underſtood meta- 


J remember to have diſcovered a ſpider in the old wall of old Hicks's 
Hall, which had ſeventeen legs, and weighed one ſcruple, fix grains 
and a half, avoirdupois, but it was almoſt ſtarved, It had literally 
fretted its guts to fiddle- ſtrings. The beſt fiddle-ftrings now, howevery 
are made of catgut. General Hiſtory, Vol. III. p. 289. ibid. 

+ This country is amazingly increafed in riches within theſe few 
Tears. When I was Chairman to the Quarter Seſſions, a gentleman 
came to give myſelf and my brethren ſome intelligence, who was ſup- 
poſed to de worth eighty thouſand pounds, and I am told there are mer- 
chants in the city worth. much more. Smith on the Wealth of Na- 
tions, ſpeaks well on this ſubject; it is a very good book. 


E 3 phorically, 
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phorically, and means a chaplain, an officer upon half 
pay, or any ſuch perſon. It is to he regretted that there 


is not more attention paid to the chaplains, for I remem- 
ber one who could read Greek and Hebrew, and under- 
ſtand muſic perfectly well, and yet was obliged to pare 
his own turnips. In my General Hiſtory, you will find 
ſome inſtances of Welch parſons, who play on the. fiddle 
to ſupply deficiencies—and it is more than probable, that 
one of the toad-earers above-mentioned was a Welch 
man. Hence the phraſe of going a Welching.— Cætera 
deſunt. 
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eNX/MR. SHELDON'S ANATOMICAL school, IN GREAT 
QUEEN-STREET, BEING CONVERTED INTQ 
AN UNDERTAKER'S SHOP, 


W HERE once diſſecting Sheldon lectur'd crowds, 
A funeral monger now exhibits ſhrowds ; 

And, like the firſt poſſeſſor of the place, 

Impriſons many a dead man in a caſc | 
5 JACK-DAW. 
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THE ANGRY BOY AND THE CALM 
VETERAN; 


A PAKLIAMENTARY ECLOGUE, 1787. 


"Twas on a day, when eloquence ſublime, 

And piercing truth, that claims recording rhyme, 
When Burke's keen ſatire wak'd the Premier's ire, 
Thaw'd his cold heart, and turn'd his phelgm to fire, 


— 


(Anger, mean paſſion, happily withſtood 
By * Lauſdown, comrade of the great and good; 
How muſt we grieve, *twere ſuffer'd to obſcure 
A mind ſo grand, ſo primitive, ſo pure; 
Grieve—that the temper bland, and open heart 
Of his lov'd patron,. foe declar'd of art, 

Should fail their gentle attributes to blend 

With the ſtern virtues of ſo true a friend?) 


Aukward as uſual, more than uſual ſore, 

E'en words he lack'd, which ne'er he lack'd before; 
By choaking rage plac'd in a novel ſtate, 

Eager to ſcoff, unable to dilate. 


* He was above the mean paſſion of reſentment ; when a boy he was 
occaſionally actuated by it, but he had got rid of it by living among 
good and great men, &c. Openneſs was ſo much his characteriſtie, 
that he was open to a fault, and by the advice of his friends, on that 
very account ſecluded himſelf from the world. 

Vide Marquis of Lanſdowne's Specch, Marck 7, 1787. 
E 4 Then 
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Then thus, with ſublimated taunt, replies; 


Pitt. 
Folly, like your's, Ipity and deſpiſe. 
To him, th* accompliſh'd Senator unaw'd ; 
Burke. 

Your breeding let your fawning ſlaves applaud— 
Fv*n I, that ripe diſcretion won't diſpute, 
Which waves thoſe arguments it can't confute, 
And pouring ſcalding words with pompous pride, 
Diſplays the ſlander it pretends to chide. 
If of that ſcorn you laviſhly let fall, 
Like Heav'n's broad ſhow'r, upon the heads of all, 
Some vagrant drops ſhould chance to light on me, 
Marvel I cannot, ſince I muſt foreſee. 
But when to me your pity too extends, 
That pity oft withheld from trueſt friends 
My thanks, my warmeſt thanks, are ſurely due, 
Since *tis a boon I ne'er could hope from you; 
A boon, confiding Haſtings fail'd to gain, 
Which Brodie's worth and wounds implor'd in vain. 
Nor cavil we, though ſmall, ſince well we know, 
Thoſe can't give much who've little to beſtow; 
Yet is the worth enhanc'd, when rare the thing; 
Een drops are precious from a icanty ſpring. 


SONG, 
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SUNG. BY A LADY IN THE CHARACTER Of 4A 
BALLAD SINGER, AT THE MASQUERADE 
AT HAREWOOD HOUSE, «| 


GO 0D neighbours attend and all liſten to me, 

Who flock in- ſuch crowds theſe fine people to ſee ; 

One would think when their looks are ſo ſoft and per- 
ſuading, 

At Chriſtmas only they go maſquerading. 

Derry down, &c, 


But a little we've learnt as to how the times go, 
And being all Yorkſhire folks, we know better than ſo; 
We can give a fly gueſs when ſo ſimple the trade, 
Nobility's nought but a grand maſquerade. 

Derry down, &. 


But when Argus's eyes can boaſt ſuch penetration, 

The ladies to follow through each transformation; 

So refin'd are they grown, and ſo ſubtle their graces, 

Noon or night the maſque ſeldom is off from their faces. 
Derry down, &c. 


Then here's witches profound, - who all fortunes can tell, 

Who deſerve to be burnt, when ſo fatal the ſpell; 

But I'll whifper you, neighbours, for fear of ſome harm, 

Unmaſking's their magic, and beauty's the charm. 
Derry down, &c. 
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Should a Parliament. man take a fancy to black, 
And parade with a chimney- ſweep's bag on his back, 
Bid him hie to the Senate - that farcical ſcene, 
Cry ſweep to the Commons - and bruſh their votes clean. 
| Derry down, &c. 


Our folders fo valiant transform'd into beaux, 
Change their brave regimentals for fanciful eloaths; 
But tho? join'd in the jeſt ſince return'd from the war, 
Yet America tells us how gallant they are. 
| Derry down, &. 


Should any one think that he needs reformation, 

Go confeſs to a friar—procure diſpenſation ; 

And tho” they're old women, and dreſs'd very odd, 

Yet old women thro? life make up half of the crowd. 
Derry down, &c. 


For alas! in this great and reſpectable nation, 
Old women are wanted in every ſtation ; 
Old women preſcribe—and old women condemn, 
And the Reverend Bench was expreſſly for them. 
| Derry down, &e, 


Of mountebanks, monkies, and figures that prate, 

Can a halfpenny ballad find rhymes to relate, 

They mix with a crowd, and they make a great pother, 

But being witty is one thing—and maſqued's another. 
Derry down, &c. 


But 


tC 3 

But the ſummons draws near, when the maſque ſhall be 
done, - 

And the viſage afſum'd muſt be chang'd for your own : 

But approach, my good neighbours, and baniſh all fear, 

IIl- nature's a-churl that never comes here. 

Derry down, &c, 


Critic ſatire at no one ſhall level a blot, 

Be the witty remember'd, the ſtupid forgot; 

Good humour's the goddeſs preſides o'er the ſport, 

„Wit and mirth” is her motto, and HAREwoop her 
Court, | 

Derry down, &c. 


The following Impromptu by the Hon. Thomas Erſkine, was 
occaſioned by his being much indiſpoſed one evening at Lady 
Payne's, who wery kindly. made him retire and lye down ; 


he ſoon returned with the follenuing lines in bis hand, which 


he preſented to her Ladyſhip, 


By 
Tis true Tam ill, but I need not complain, 
For he never knew pleaſure, who never knew Payne. 
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TRANSLATIONS 


OF LORD BELGRAVE'S MEMORARLE QUOTATION, 
AS INTRODUCED IN A SPEECH, DELIVERED 
BY HIS LORDSHIFP, IN A LATE DEBATE. 


dt is with fingular ſati faction wwe comniunicate the following 
moſt excellent werfions of Lord Belgrave's never-to-be- 
forgotten quotation ; trufling, as we fincerely do, that fo 
mark'd an attention to bis Lordſhif”s ſcholarſbip may confi- 

derabiy conſole him under bis melancholy failure as an 
oraior, 


Lord BELGRz Ave's Quotation. 
Ter daxtapuCounus Dpo0TePn ods cc erg Ax hu. 


Tranſlation by Lord Groſvenor. 


His dam was Thetis, acus his Sire, 
And for his paces he was nam'd Highflyer. 


Another by Sir 7o/eph Manu Bey. 
Achilles, who was quite a man of whim, 
And alſo had a ſwift foot anſwer'd him 


Another by Sir Cecil Wray. 


There was a man, Achilles was he call'd, 
He had two feet, they were ſo ſwiſt, he bawl'd, 
Or otherwiſe, he mought, I ſay, have fall'd. 


Ano- 
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Another by Lord Mornington, and Lord Gra bant. 
With lighteſt heels oppos'd to heavieſt head, 
To Lord Atrides, Lord Achilles ſaid 
Another by the Chancellor. 
To him Achilles, with a furious nod, 
Replied, a very pretty ſpeech, by G-d ! 
Another by Mr. Grenville. 
The Grecian Speaker roſe with look ſo big, 
It ſpoke his bottom, and nigh burſt his wig 
Another by Brook Watſon. 
Upſtood Achilles on his nimble pegs, 
And ſaid, May I pree-/eume to ſhow my legs?“ 
Another by Mr. Wilber farce. 


Achilles came forward to fnivel and rant; 
His ſpirit was ſpleen and his candour cant. 


Another by Mr. Piti. 


Frantic with rage, uproſe the fierce Achilles; 
* How comfortably calm!“ faid Neſtor Willis 


No. 
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No. II. 


IN anſwer to the many letters we have received, re- 
proaching us for our delay in communicating the ſecond 
number of theſe ingenious: verſions, we have only to 
plead the exceſſive preſſure of public buſineſs at this im- 
portant crifis,. and to affure our correſpondents, that no 
other cauſe could poſſibly have retarded the inſertion of 
ſo juſt and honourable a tribute to the amiable, though 
unfortunate nobleman.in queſtion. Undoubtedly it is to 
us the moſt flattering diſtinction, that whilſt the boldneſs 
of other prints has alarmed: his Grace of Richmond's 

loyalty, it has been our unvaried ſolicitude to avoid all 
| harſher ſeverities to ſearch for wit that can reconcile 
Lord Loughborough to ſatire; to produce the Rolliads, 
and the Probationary Odes—1n ſhort, . by entertaining, 
not deſtroying the feelings; to make laughing, not libel-- 
ling, the limit * our freedom. 


In the immediate caſe, courted as we are by the beſt 
and moſt eminent of the Pittite Poets, we rejoice in com- 
municating a ſeries of tran{lations, that rival the French 
Homers of La Valtiere or Dacier, and yield not to the 
Engliſh of Chapman or of Ogleby.---Happy Lord Bel- 
grave! Happy Great Britain! Happy Morning Herald! 


Lord BELOGRAVE's Quotation. 


Toy Jara. MiKvs wpooeÞn moons we Ax N. 
| Tranſ- 
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Tranſlation by Sir John Scotr. 
With metaphyfic art his ſpeech he planu'd, 
And ſaid what nobody could underſtand. 

Another by Mr. Bafard. 

The Trojan I oppoſe, he ſaid, tis true, 
But I abuſe and hate Atrides-too. 

Another by Lord Fawconterg. 
Enrag'd Achilles never would agree, 
A“ petty vote, a © menial.ſlave,” was he. 

Another by Monſ. Alderman. Le Meſurior. 


By gar, Achille he ſay, I make a you 
Parler anoder launguage, wentre blew ! 


Another by Lord I eſfcote. 


Pliant and prompt in crane- neck curves to wheel, 
Achilles roſe, and turn'd upon his heel. 


Another by Mr. Wilbraham Beotle. 
In oily terms he urg'd the chiefs to peace, 
For none was more a. friend than he to Greaſe. 
Another by Lord Baylum. 


His conſcious hat well-lin'd with borrow'd proſe, 
The lubber chief in ſulky mien aroſe; 

Elate with pride his long-pent ſilence broke, 
And could he but have read, he might have pode. 


Another 
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Another by Mr. Dundas. 


Up the bra? chield aroſe, and weel I wis 
To beath ſides booing, begg'd 'em to diſmiſs 
Their wordy warfare in “ a general peece.””* 


Another by. Mr, York. 


This windy war, he.ſwore, he could not hear ; 
So eas d his troubles—by «a ſtream of air“ + 


No. III. 


CONFORMABLY to our expreſſed intention of giving 
every aid to the conſolations of Lord Belgrave's diſap- 
pointment, we ſhould certainly have communicated the 
third number of the tranſlations in yeſterday's Herald, 
but for the great difficulty which occurred in decypher- 
ing that Latin one, which his Lordſhip himſelf has fur- 
niſhed, in characters very difficult to make out. 


* It is impoſſible for the reader to comprehend the full force of this 
ex preſſion, unleſs he recollects the wonderful effect it produced in the 
Houſe of Commons from Mr. Dundas's peculiar dialect, upon that me- 
morable occaſion, when that great diuretic orator, expatiating on Oriental 
tranquillity, aſſured the Houſe, that, “ at that moment all India was at 
peece—Bengal was at prece—Tippoo Sultan was at prece— The Mah- 
rattas were at peece—Every creature in Indoſtan, he knew it for a fawd, 
was comfortably at peece 1-!” 

+ However ſympathetic in politics, it is $ evident that the two laſt of 
theſe tranſlators are at variance in philoſophy—the former relying on 
the hydraxie ſyftem—the latter on the pneumatic, 


Great, 
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Great, indeed, was our ſatisfaction to find, that, at 
the very moment when we are offering our advice to this 
young nobleman (as may be feen in our Tueſday's 
paper) to throw himſelf again on the benevolence of the 
Houſe for a patient hearing, his Lordfhip had actually 
the fortitude to practiſe the leſſon we preſcribed—But 
will Lord Belgrave permit us to ſubmit, as ſupplemental 
to that advice, our hearty defire that he would in future 
obtain ſome general information on the ſubje& he means 
to treat of, or at leaſt advert to what falls from other 
ſpeakers, ſo as to appear not unapprized of the matter 
in diſcuſſion, but, in a degree at leaſt, acquainted with the 
outline, a precaution which never fails to recommend a 
juvenile debater ; but, on the contrary, if aſſiſted with 
the ufe of grammar, and other qualifications, very eaſily 
attained, inſenſibly overcomes that ſort of noĩſe and nau- 
ſea, which the Houſe at preſent, as it ſtrikes us, expreſs 
much too forcibly againſt this amiable adventurer in the 
wilds of debate. 


Lord BELGRAvE's Quotation, 
Toy darauSopixys wporeÞn wide; wodns ANT 
Tranſlation by Lord PFarveontberg. 


Achilles ſwore he felt by no means hurt 

At putting on great Agamemnon's ſhirt ; 

He priz'd the hanour, never grudg'd the trouble, 
And only wiſh'd the profit hud been double. 


Another 
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Another by Lord Miachelſba. 
With formal mien, and viſage moſt forlorn, 
The courtly hero /pote his flent ſcorn. 
Another by Lord Sydney. 


The chief, unknowing how he ſhou'd begin, 
Firſt darts around, th' oppoſing ranks to thin, 
The lightnings of his eye, and terrors of his chin. 


Another by Mr. Brandling. 
Achilles roſe, and ſaid, without the leaſt offence, 
The dog has neither courage, worth, nor fenſe. 


Another by Lord Belgrave. 
Huic, ceu Pittius ipſe, cito repondit Achilles, 
Namque (ut ego) Græceque ſciens erat, & pede velox. 
Another by the Twelve Lords of the Bedchamber, 
in a paſhon, | 
Frantic with deſperate rage, Achilles roar'd 
I beg ten thouſand pardons, my dear Lord. 


Another by Fighteen Biſhops, quite cool. 


Now't came to paſs, the Lord Achilles ſaith, 
Hecate and Furies, Tartarus and death! 


Another by Lord Howe. 


Hawling his wind abaft Atrides? wake, 
The copper-bottom'd ſon of Peleus ſpake. 


THE 


= 
THE WISH. 


TRANSLAYED FROM THE GREEK OF THE ARCH-«. 
BISHOP OF HIPPO, 


ADDRESSED TO THE SUPREME BEING. 


OUCH is my moſt tranſcendent love for thee, 
And ſuch my ſelf-denial touching me, 
That were it poffible that I 
Had been the all-creating Deity, 
And hadſt thou worn, as I do now, 
The ſacred mitre on thy brow, 
To thee my Deity I would reſign, 
And let the plain Archbiſhoprick be mine. 


THE ABOVE PARQDIED BY A POOR CURATE. 


AS thou art Archbiſhop, and I a poor Curate, 


My love for myſelf I own is obdurate ; 
To thee my Curacy I would refign, 


And let the plain Archbiſhoprick be mine. 


S O N G. 


TulNR not, my love, when fecret grief 
Preys on my ſadden'd heart, 

Think not I wiſh a mean relief, 
Or wou'd from ſorrow part. 


Nearly 
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Dearly I prize thoſe ſighs ſincere 

That my true fondneſs prove, 
Nor could I bear to check the tear 

I bat flows from hapleſs love. 


Alas! tho* doom'd to hope in vain 
The joys that love requite ; 

Yet will I cheriſh all its pain, 
With ſad, but dear delight.. 


This treaſur'd grief, this lov'd deſpair, 
My lot for ever be 

But, deareſt !_ may the pangs I bear 

Be never known by thee ! 


LAPLAND SONG. 


BY SIR MATTHEW WHITE RIDLEY, BART. 


MEMBER OF PARLIAMENT FOR, NEWCASTLE UPON TYNS- 


"THE ſnows are diſſolving. on Torne's rude ſide, 
And the ice of Lulhea flows down the dark tide ! 
Thy dark ſtreams, O Lulhea ! flow freely away, 
und the ſnow-drop unfolds her pale beauties to-day. 


Remote, the keen terrors of winter retire,, 

Where the north's dancing ſtreamers relinquiſſi their fire; 

Where the ſun's genial. beams ſwell the bud on the tree, 

And Enna chaunts forth, her wild warblings with glee. 
| The 
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The rein- deer, unharneſs'd, in freedom ſhall play, 
And ſafely o'er Odon's ſteep precipice ftray ; 
The wolf to the foreſts* receſſes ſhall fly, 
And howl to the moon as ſhe glides thro? the ſky. 


Then haſte, my fair Lhea! ah! ! haſte to the groves 
And paſs the ſweet ſeaſon in rapture and love: 
In youth let our boſoms with ecſtaſy glow, 


For the winter of life ne*er a tranſport can know. 


For the ASYLUM. 


Mr. Editor, 


Tae incloſed Poſtſcript to a Letter was yeſterday 
picked up at the Corner of Hertford-ſtreet. 


«P.S. Amuſing myſelf the other day with turning 
over ſome pages of Pope, I was forcibly ſtruck with the 
following lines in the epiſtle from Eloiſa to Abelard, 
which, with the few alterations I have made in them, 
appear ſtrongly applicable to my preient ſituation. 


Your's, &c. 
Madrid, Dec. 20, 1788. W. K. 


T Lord HR KNX, 


IN this grave Court, where dignity and pride 
In ancient pomp and ſolemn ſtate reſide; 
Where, equal to the haughtieſt nobles plac'd, 
My humble name with higheſt honours grac'd; - 
Each 
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Each pray'r accepted, and each wiſh complete, 
I tatte the pleaſures of a rich retreat; 
Secure from Sheridan's malicious ſneer, 
Nor Burke's revenge, nor Fox's thunders fear : 
Here, reſtleſs chance to no misfortune dooms ; 
Here, ia unfading ſplendor, Eden blooms : 
For rich appointments crown my darling ſchemes, 


And you have realiz*d my golden dreams. 


Yet, yet, I fear—from Hawkſbury it came, 
And while I kiſs, I tremble at the name; 
Common diſpatches own Caermarthen's hand, 
And Pitt in real buſineſs gives command—- 
But when thy fatal letter I uncloſe, 
Th' important name awakens all my woes! 

Oh ! name, for ever ſad, for ever dear, 
Firſt known in bribes, now uſher'd with a tear! 
I ſhudder too ſo ſoon my own to find, — | 
Recal and'ruin follow cloſe behind. 
Led thro? this fad variety of woe, 
His madneſs, —P:tt*s diſgrace, —your overthrow 
I read with horror theſe decrees of fate— 
What bitter pangs on late repentance wait ! 
Now warm in wealth, now with'ring in my bloom, 
I look to Bect'nham's ſolitary gloom, 
Where ſunk in infamy no more to riſe, 
You icarce will pity, —and all elſe deſpiſe. 

Thou know'ſt, when firſt from Addi/ceombe you came, 
Corruption lurking under Friendſhip's name 


3 How 
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How guiltleſs then I liſten'd to your ſuit, 
Half pleas'd, half frighten'd, and with wonder mute; 5 
Thoſe winking eyes, eluding every ray, 
Adorn'd thy waviug head in graceful play ; 
But when thy tongue diſplay'd thy tempting plan, 
From preſent wealth to future penſion van ; 
Too ſoon you taught me, *twas no fin to quit 
A falling cauſe, and ſell myſelf to Pitt — 
Could I withſtand ſuch precepts urg'd by you, 
Who from yourſelf the great example drew ? 
How oft, while undecided, have I ſaid, 
Curſe on all ties but thoſe which Int'reſt made 
Then free as air, from ſide to fide I'd range 
As fortune turns, and to the ſtrongeſt change : 
Let praiſe, let honour wait the conſtant friend, 
Sacred his word and glorious his end: 
To all thoſe views true policy is cold, 
Faith, fame, and honour, what are you to gold? 
Some jealous dzmons, watchful for our ill, 
Thoſe nicer paſſions into man inſtill, 
And make miſtaken politicians groan, 
Who ſerve their friends for nought but gain alone. 
Oh! happy ſtate ! of place ne'er diſpofſeſs'd— 
No craving void left aching in the breaſt, 
No angry vote, no threat'ning want annoys, 
No change of miniſters confound our joys ; 
This ſure is blifs, if , bliſs on earth there be, 
And ſeem'd the lot of Robinſon and me. — 
Alas! 
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Alas! how chang'd, what ſudden horrors rite | 
My hope, my privy-ſeal imperfect lies. 
"The crime was common, common be the pain ; 
Shall you the Pells and Dutchy ſtill retain, 
While I, not only what I loſe, regret, 
But what from Portland I was ſure to get; 
"This dreadful thought augments my growing care, 
Envy embitters, and inflames Deſpair. 

Can'ſt thou forget the ſad but ſolemn day, 
The bargain fix d, all ſcraples done away, 
When I with oaths confirm'd the ſhameleſs ſale, 
Black Thurlow trembled, and Dundas grew pale; 
Pitt ſcarce believ'd the conqueſt he ſurvey'd, 
And Roſe with wonder heard the vows I made, 

Yet then my ſoul, to ſecret promiſe true, 
Not on the miniſter was fix*d, but you; 
Gain, not opinion, was my only call, 
And lofing thy ſupport, I loſe my all. 

Let the next poſt relieve my anxious woe, 
Tell me what hopes are left thee to beſtow ; 
Say, how your Willis acts what you allot ; 
Does higher interference mend your plot ? 
From rumour'd cares, what ſtrength your projects draw, 
What fctions have aſſum'd the force of law, 
What ſtrong reftrifions curb the Prince's ſway, 
What inſults your ſuperior pow'r diſplay, 
And teach him, thus degraded, to ſubmit, 
'To your high will the Queen's controul, and Pitt, 
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Think, then, your care I merit, tho? abroad. 
Plant of thy hand, and nurſling of thy fraud, 
From the whole world with confidence I fled, 
By thee to France and the Eſcurial led 
You ſwore at parting, your chief care ſhould be 
To watch my fortunes, and provide for me; 
If then o'er half the favours of the throne 
Your influence reigns, unrivall'd and alone, 
Oh! deem me form'd our gracious Queen to pleaſe, 
The Houſehold offers dignity and eaſe ; 
For there an ebon ſtick or iv'ry wand 
Might profitably grace your Eden's hand. 

But ſhould her ſcruples blaſt this bright defign, 
Nor Ramus, Harcourt, nor a Page reſign, - 
Sure no raſh tongue would ever dare reproach her 
To've made the King's Ambaſſador, Turnbroacher,* 
Let ſome kind promiſe ſooth my lab'ring breaſt. 
Give what thou canſt, and let me dream the reſt. 

How happy is the blameleſs Envor's lot, 
The town torgetting, by the town forgot ! 
No party politics diſturb his mind, 
Who ſeals accepted, or who ſeals refign'd ; 
Whoſe truth unblemiſh'd, and whoſe talents known, 
Each party uſes, and all councils own; 


An office which ancient neceſſity had, it ſecrn3, rendered lionour- 

* 
able; but by the modern improvements in mechanics, and the intro- 
duction of jacks into the royal kitchen tor roaſting meat, has fallen 


into a lucrative ſmecute of 251. per annum. See the Red Book 
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For him, the Bath's unfading bonours glow, 
And penſions, unreſtrain'd by Burke, ſhall flow. 
Far other thoughts my erring ſoul employ, 
Far other raptures of once hop'd- for joy; 
Fancy reſtores at cloſe of each ſad day, 
What my perfidious folly ſnatch*d away; 
»Twixt Fox and Sheridan I ſeem'd to fit, 
And braye the terrors of oppoſing Pitt ; 
Now feel myſelf ſublime on India's throne, 
And what Dundas has left, is all my own ; 
Provoking dzmons all reſtraint remove, 
Sometimes, I thee ſucceed, whom moſt I love: 
I wake——The phantom vaniſhes 1a air, 
And with returning reaſon leaves deſpair. 
Todream once more, I ciofe my willing eves ; 
Ye dear illufions, Wealth and Pow'r, ariſe ! 
No more, alas !—[ on a loneſome ſeat, 
With wretched M n and with Weſtcote meet, 
Of treach'rous fools, a melancholy row, 
To faithleſs men we ſad examples ſhew, 
Who by our own mad luſt of gold undone, 
The ruin hbaſten'd which we ſought to ſhun. 
Ev'n gentle Marlb'rough's ſpirit ſeems to riſe, 
Diſdain and indignation in his eyes: 
He ſpurns me from him New gate's front appears, 
And clanging fetters rend my wounded cars 
I fhriek, ſtart up, and waking, joy to find, 
No heavier gricfs than thoſe I leſt behind. 
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Tf no unuſual fate your plan attends, 
And with his office, Pitt mould loſe his friends; 
Fex diſappoint your bold ambitious aim, 
And vindicate the Prince's rightful claim; 
Mutt I, with your defeat, all chance reſign ? 
No—l'll renounce thee, leave whate'er was thine ; 
Adopt the creed of more enlighten'd times, 

And by my zeal atone for former crimes. 

. PIl try the force of penitence and tears; 
Unfeign'd repentance, Heav'n with mercy hears ; 
How black ſoeꝰ er my damning fins appear, 

My recantation muſt be deem'd ſincere : 

Or as before, by letters to them all, 
11 ſay, my country's good, my country's call, 

My labours in a foreign land requir'd 
But now, my ſoul, by nobler int'reſts fir'd, 

Pants to rejoin them, ſerve the common cauſe, 
The Throne, the Conſtitution, and the Laws, 
Uphold ; again their ancient ſtandard bear, 
Partake their dangers, and their triumphs ſhare. 
Heav'n firſt taught letters for ſome wretch's aid, 
Some venal Stateſman, ſome baſe Renegade ; 
They ſhew no more than prudent art requires, 
Than int'reſt dictates, aud deceit inſpires ; 
The couvert's with, without his tears impart, 
Excuſe his bluſhes, nor betray his heart 
My ſkill by theſe, my ſhipwreck'd hopes ſhall ſave, 
Nor India boaſt a more ſucceſsful knave. W. E. 
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ADDRESSRD TO MK. HERSCHEL, ON HIS LATE AS TRO- 
NOMICAL DISCOVERIES. 


4 To warn proud cities, war appears 
«© Wag'd in the troubl'd (ky, and armies ruſh 
To battle in the clouds.“ MiL Ton. 


I. 
WIEN to coerce a * patriot band, 
In evil hour, Britannia roſe, 
The ſtate-opticians of the land 
Could look no farther than their noſe : 


Tho' juſt beyond it + France was brewing 
More miſchief, to complete our ruin. 


II. 


Yet Herſchel, who, great George to grace, 
To a; new ſtar has given birth, 
Which from his memory mutt efface 
The little /pot 9 he loſt on earth: 
As plainly as the ſun at noon 
See burning mountains in the moon! 
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* America. 

+ The Reſcript. 

3 A new planet, called by Herſchel the Georgium Sidus. 
& The Thirteen Coltonics in Nor h merica. 

Three volcanos in the moon, diſcovered by Herſchel. 
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Sydney ! Carmarthen !—pray make room 
Among you for this wond'rous man: 
And to avert poor England's doom, 
See henceforth clearer—if you can. 
Fierce conteſt, brooding in the ſky, 
He marks to Pitt—for Pitt looks high, 


IV. 


The “ Balance trembles in its ſphere ! 
With rage the hoſtile * Lion's þ red! 
The * Yirzix cannot calm our fear: 
Alas— Elizabeth is dead. 
And in the * Crab we read our fate; 
Sad emblem of our backward ſtate ! 


; V. 
Yet tho' ſtern $ Mars with angry glare, 
Wide-threatens this devoted ground; 
And“ Comets from their horrid hair 
„Shake war and peſtilence arbund;“ 


Our ſtateſmen heed them not, but ſtare 
At || Caſiopea's caſy Chair ! 
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* Signs in the Zodiac. 
+ The arms of Holland are the Lion. 
: Queen Elizabeth was in a manner mifirefs of Holland. She had 
what were called the cautionary towns belonging to the Dutch in her 
poſſeſſion, who feared and courted her. 

A planet as well as the god of war. 


| Caſſiopea's Chair is a condellation, 
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VI. 
Sure mark they mean their ſeats to kcep, 
In ſpite of each portentous fg» ; 
But Vengeance, rouſing from his ſleep, . 
Shall make them.rue the wrath divine, 
Streaming in air, fee * Charles's Wane, 
Warns his proud ill-flarr'd . race in via !- 


VII. 
O Herſchel !—if thy optic glaſs, 
Whoſe vaſt difcoveries in the ſky 
Each fam'd aſtronomer's ſurpaſs, 
Another planet ſhould deſcry ; 
Thy Sovereign, tho? at firſt it ſhocks, 
O crown it with the name of Fox / 


VIII. 


For that would teach his pride to bear 
Th inſulting blow the; French have given; 
Who, zealous for thy honour, tear 
His name from the bright hoſts-of heaven. 
Heaven were not worth the Monarch's care, 
If brighter flars oulſbone him there. 


A ſtar diſcovered at the period of Charles the Second's misfortunes, . 
and called ſo from thence. 

+ The Houſe of Han—r deſcended from James the Firſt by the fe- 
male line. | 

1 The French aſtronomers have rejected the name of Georgium Sidus,. 


and call it Herſchel, in hawous of its diſcover... Sic tranfit gloria col: 


On. 
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On reading ſeveral Paragraphs in the Papers relative to 
Dr. Panr's Wis, | 


BisHOP H—4, Biſhop Hd! 
It is ſurely abſurd, 
Through the papers thy venom to ſpread ; 
With ſenſe ſmall, and words big, 
To beſpatter the wie, 
With the filth that's deſign'd for the Sead. 


Thou may'ſt cry, tho' in vain, 

That the flower of thy train,* 
Their crackers indignant will fire 

Indignation—forſooth !— 

Thou could'ſt preach in thy youth--- 
The labourer's worthy bis hire.“ 


Let thy Bards but betray 
(Whether ea or praiſe- pay) 
Their own weakneſs, and that of their cauſe: 
For know that a fab, 
Not of Warburton's crew, 
Can judge by traue critical } laws. 


* See Warburton's Divine Legatioc 8 
+ Conſult Warburton's Prefaces. 
7 Hurd on Horace. 
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Then ſtill let them dream 

O'er fo fertile a theme 

As the Doctor, Pipe, Wig, and Quotation > 
Seem to doub? who's the friend, 

Yet his rubbiſh commend,— 

Such for thee was thy Patron's * vocation, 


Yet, for once change thy plan, 
Take the field like a man, 
Whither Fortin's Goliath invites: 
No © deeds without name“. 
Print---publiſh---proclaim- -- 
Thus the Beauty of Holineſs + writes. 
NOLO EPISCOPARI, 


IMPROMPTU, 


On the alteration at both Theatres of admitting tickets of 
Box E, in the place of written orders, 


Coverr and Dave y's lot each man bemoans, 
Now chang'd to charnel houjes fill'd with Boxts, 


* % The awhcr of The Delicacy of Friendſhip, f I know who 
was the author, for the pamphlet was publiſhed before I had ſo much 
as heard of its contents, is a man of very ſuperio. talents, of genius, 
learning, and virtue, indeed a principal amament of the age he lives 
iu, &c.—all equally falſome.—So writes Nusbarten to Loweh, 

+ Biſhop H——&'s mme, or rather nick-name, wot an hundred miles 
from St. James, is 7% Beauty of Tolreſs.--P.ay, will that do at 
Conrt ? 


— 


E PI. 


E 


EPIGR AM, 


Addreſſed to the CounTEss or JERSEY, on her Picture at 
the Exhibition, painted by Maria Coſway. 


l ERSEY, why wave in air thy wand around, 
Or trace the magic circle on the ground, 

More potent charms and ſtrong enchantments lie 
Within the magic circle of thine eye; 

Thoſe are the faſcinating ſpells, that prove 

Thy proud dominion o'er the realms of Love. 


o TWO LATE 
LONSDALE PROMOTIONS. 
Or old, ere wiſe concord united this iſle, 
Our neighbours at Scotland were foes at Carliſle: 


But now what a change have we here on the border, 
When Douglas is Biſhop, and Beſvell Recorder. 


Scotch Street, Carliſle, 
May 1788. 
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FROM KHOOSRO. 
BY THOMAS LAW, ESQ. 


'UsELEssS doctor, quit my pillow, 
All thy remedies are vain : 

The fight of her whom he adores, . 
Can only cure the lover's pain. 

The world aſſerts that Khooſro pays: 
His homage to an idol's ſhrine : 

1 do, I do, to that reſign'd,, 
The world has not not a thought of mine 
Love's idolatry I follow, 

No other worſhip. I approve! 

I need not wear the Pagan cord, 
Every nerve is ſtrung to love. 


EPIGRAM ON LADY Am 


ANTIENT Phyllis has YouxG graces, 
*Tis a ftrange thing, but a true one: 
Shall I tell you how ? 
She herſelf makes her own faces, 
And each morning wears a new one ? 
Where's the wonder now? 


754 


(26001 


The following verſes have never appeared in print. They 
came to me after paſſing through ſeveral hands from the 
repreſentative of the late Mr, Quin, to whom Mr. Gar- 

rick /ent them with the following memorandum, which 
you cuill ſee is in his own hand ⁊oriting. N. B. Mr. Quin 
is intreated by the author not to truſt the above out of 
his own hands. After the lapſe of ſo many years as 
have paſſed fince theſe lines were written, I believe every 
reaſon that then ſub/ifled for the above injunction muſ be 
at an end; and therefore it ſeems no longer neceſſary to 
wvith-bold them from the public, 


e. 


VERSES UPON THE ROAD, 
TO LORD JOHN CAVENDISH.- 
#, acit Indignatio. 


Willst all with fighs their way purſue 
From Chatſworth's bleſt abode, 

My mind ſtill fires, my Lord, at you, 
And thus burſts out in ode, 


Forgive my phrenzy, good Lord John, 
For paſhon's my Apollo: 
Sweet Hebe ſays—when ſenſe is gone, 
That nonſenſe needs muſt follow. 
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+ The name of a character in Lethe. 
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Like Indian knife, or Highland ſword, 
Your words have hewn and hack'd me; 
Whi:ft Quin, a rebel to his Lord, 
Like his own Falſtaff back'd me. 


In vain 1 bounce, and fume, and fret, 
_ Sivear Shakeſpeare is divine; 


Fitzherdert * can awhile forget 


His pains to laugh at mine. 


Lord Frederick, George, and eke his Grace, 
My honeſt zeal deride: 

Nay, Hubert's melancholy face 
Smirks on your Lordſhip's ſide. 


With paſſion, zeal, and punch milled, 
Why goad me on to ſtrife ? 

Why tend me to a reſtleſs bed, 
And diſappointed. wife ? 


This my reward! and this from you! 
Is't thus you Bowman þ treat? 

Wtio eat more toads than you Anow awho, 
Each night did ſtrawberries eat. 


Did I not mount the dan-drawn chaiſe, 
And ſweat for many a mile? 
And gave his Grace's {kill much praiſe, 
Griuning a ghaſtly [mile ! 
William Fi.zterbert, Eſg. of Tifſingron, bTember for Derby. 


Dia 


E 
Did I not elſewhere riſk my bones, 
My Lord-Ditke's freaks took pride in? 
Did I not trot down hills of ſtones, 
And call it pleaſant riding ? 


Did I not all your feats proclaim, 
Nor once from duty ſhrink ? 
In flattery I ſunk my fame; 
A Bowman e'en in drink. 


Did I not oft my conſcience force, 
Againſt its dictates ſwear ? 

Have I not prais*d Lord George's horſe 7 
Nay, e'en your Lordfiip's mare? 


Did I not oft in rain and wind, 
O'er hills, thro? vallies roam, 

When wiſer folk would lag behind, 
And ſpaniels ſtaid at home? 


Have I not with your natives fed, 
The worſt of all my labours, 

And ventur'd both my ears and head 
Among your ſcalping neighbours ? 


Not Quin's more bleſt with calipee, 
Fitzherbert in his puns, 

Lord John in contradicting me, 
Lord Frederick with his nuns, 


Than 


E mo F 


Than I am bleſt in Shakeſpeare's mule ! 
Each drop within my ſtandiſn, 

Each drop ef blood for him I'll loſe, 
As firm as any Ca'ndiſh.. 


As Whig you. gain the world's applauſe, 
For once a Tory ſhine ; 

A Tory once in Shakeſpeare's cauſe, 
And feel his right divine! 


Attack my wife, my patent tear, 
- Do deeds without a name !. 
Burn, kill, or raviſh,. Lord !. but ſpare, 
O ſpare my Shakeſpeare's fame ! 


Did not Dean Barker * wiſely preach, 
Opinion may be fin ? 

Did not his ſermon wiſely teach, 
To cleanſe ourſelves within ? 


From infidelity awake! 
O melt your heart of ſtone ; 
Conceal your errors for my ſake, 


Or mend them fgr your own. 
| D. G. 


* The Rev, William Barker, M. A Dean of Raphoe. IIe died 
about 1777. 
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FIIE TRIUMPHS OF ADMINISTRATION. 
AN ODE, 
ADDRESSED TO THE RICHT HON, HENRY DeN DA. 


Creſcit ot culto, velut arbor , 
Fama Marcelli ; micat inter omnes 
Scotiæ Sidus; velut inter 1gnes 
Luna minores. Hor, 


I. 


Doras !—the friend of every fide, 

To Shelburne, North, and Pitt ally*d, 
Still leads in honour's race: 

Though Eden, of inferior fame, 

With fimp'ring cheek, unting'd by fame, 
Aſſumes the ſecond place. 


II. 


In moving tones you beſt can tell, 
By what baſe arts firm Pigott fell, 
Indignant, juſt, and brave; 
The falſe Nabob with ſtreaming eyes, 
To you alone for mercy cries, 
His forfeit wealth to ſave.“ 


III. 


The late Lord Pigott was removed from bis government, and im- 
priſoned through the infidious politics and intrigues of the Nabob of 
Arcot, The Council at Madras, juſtly incenſed by this inſidious con- 

| out, 


I 


Zy your control, compell'd to pay 

The Aue, —he weeps the live long day, 
Aud counts the dreadful ſcore; 

Benfield, for vengeace hears thy call, 

Tho? Arcot kneeling, ſighs, Paul, Paul! 
Ah, perſecute no more ! 


IV. 


Vain is the hoary Traitor's art, 
By pray'rs to touch thy honeſt heart, 
And gain the Rajah's land: “ - 
The bonds—the bonds! thy virtue ſhow g 
E'en Rumbold calls you generous foe,. 
And claſps your open hand, 
| V. 


duct, laid a heavy fine on his Highneſs ; and to enforce the penalty, ſe- 
yeral of them took the Nabob's bonds payable to themſelves. This very 
ſpirited and honourable proceeding of the Council has been moſt mali- 
ciouſly and invidieuſly repreſented by Mr. Burke, in his ſpeech of Feb. 
28th, 178 5. The preſent Board of Contrel began their India adminiſ- 
tration by expreſſly ordering the Nahob to diſcharge theſe bonds, and 
appointed Paul Benfield, Eſq. their agent, to compel a ſtrict and prompt 
obedience to their cemmands : this exemplary act of juſtice has been 
univerſally applauded by a generous and diſcerning public. 

* A ſhort extract from Mr. Burke's calumniating ſpeech muſt ex- 
cite the indignation of every reader: „Every one,” ſays he, « but to- 
« lerably converſant in India affairs, muſt know that the exiſtence of 
« this little kingdom [ Taujour ] depends on its control over the river 
„% Cavery, The uſe of this 1jver is, indeed, at length given to the 

„% Rajah, 


WIS 
V. 


Fain would my muſe the worth diſplay - 
Of thoſe enroll'd by you for pay; 
But ſtil] they foil my lays; 
Their cfligies, by Lanſdown plac'd,* 
High on his trees, in rural taſte, 
Shall long record their praiſe. 
VI. 


& Rajah, and a power provided for its enjoyment at his en charge ; 
but the means of furniſhing that, (and a mighty one it is) are wholly 
« cut off. This uſe of the water, which ought to have no more con- 
nection than clouds, and rain, and ſunſhine, with the politics of the 
% Rajah, the Nabob, and the Company, is expreſſly contrived as a 
t means of enforcing demands and arrears of tribute,” 

Mr. Maclean, it is confidently ſaid, transferred to his eſteemed and 
beloved patron, the Marquis of Lanſdown, a bond of 20,000]. paſſed by 
the Nabob to him: to honour his friend's memory, and to pay a com- 
pliment to this whole afſcciated band of honeſt creditors and virtuous" 
citizens, the Marquis has employed an eminent artiſt to paint their effi- 
gies, and to ſuſpend them as ornaments in his WO s. At the ſame time, 
| am happy to have an opportunity of paying my ſmall ti ibute of ap- 
plauſe to this difin2uithed nobleman, whoſe taite, public ſpirit, and 
muniſicence, are (9 univerſally admired, and fo juitly. celebrated. This. 
truly Britiſh Stateſman, after gr-ing peace to. Europe, reſigned his great 
employments, to the infinite regret af his gracious Sovereign, and the 
whole kingdom. In his literary, rural, and: philofbphic retirement, at 
Pow-wnod, in Somerſet!hire, near Bath, he enjoys that happineſs which 
te conid never find in the buſile ard intrigues of courts. Inter Spfras. 
HAcagemi quærere Veirim, ſeems to be his whole prifuit, and the only 
object of his ambition. His hauſe is, indeed, a perfect Academy or 

Lyceum 


E14 J 
VI. 


Around che throne this grateful band, 


In Eaſtern ſpoils and ſplendor ſtaud, 
And on their Sov'reign gaze; 


The Queen with ſmiles benignant ſhines, 


As they deſcribe the Nizam's mines, 
Where wond'rous diamonds blaze. 

Tho? Burke and Francis may ſupply 

A ſpecious tale, or ſplendid lye, 
You'll wore it all a ſtory : 

Like Eden, bloom Rohilla-groves, 


Where many a gallant chieftain roves, 
And dreams of Haſtings' glory. 


VIII. 


There Rajahs hang conſign'd to fate, 
For Gentoo Laws are out of date, 
Tho' Nuncomar exclaims!* 


Lyceum, frequented by the moſt diſtinguiſhed philoſophers, ſtateſmen, 
and ſoldiers of the age; ſuch as Mr. Penn, Dr. Price, Alderman Town- 
fend, General Paoli, Dr. Prieſtley, Colonel Barre, Sir John Jarvis, K. B. 
Madame, or Chevalier D'Eon,. Mr. Baring, Mr. Orde,. and alſo every 
foreigner diſtinguiſhed for talents or ingenuity. Monſieur Texier and 
Monſieur Thiemet,. the famous ventriloquiſt, ſpeak in raptures of the 
Marquis of Lanſdowne's generoſity and abilities. 

Perhaps the annals of mankind do not exhibit ſuch an exemplary 
act of juftice,. as the execution of the Rajah Nuncomar ; the forgery 


\ 
\ \ 


% 
- 
% 
L 


Since 


ſor 


= — 


1 115 } 


Since Impey, righteous Judge, aroſe 
And our fam'd A& that ſhields the noſe, 
Protects ſoft India's dames.“ 


IX. 


Yon plunder'd Begum, too, ſhall tell, 
How at her feet the Hero fell, 5 


for which he ſuffered was committed nine years before the Britiſh law 
was enacted, and the law itſelf expreſsly ſtipulated the ſubſequent period 
at which the penal laws were to have effect, viz. the iſt of Auguſt, 1774. 
But Sir Elijah Impey was determined to convince the deſperate, profli- 
gate, and rebellious natives of Hindoſtan, that neither rank nor dignity 
ſhould ſcreen the guilty. Thus, in hanging Nuncomar by an ex feff 
fate law, he impreſſed a ſalutary terror on the minds.of. the Hindoos. 
Sir Elijah Impey was determined to convince them, that they could 
cheriſh no hope of eſcaping condign puniſhment for crimes committed 
after the 1ſt of Auguſt, 1774, when they even ſaw the Rajah, or Prince 
Nuncomar, ignominiouſly executed for a crime committed in the year 
1765. Though Sir Elijah. lived in bitter enmity with Mr. Haſtings at the 
time, yet he would not ſtop the courſe of juftice to gratify his reſent - 
ment, but generouſly adjudged Nuncomar to death, who had alledged. 
crimes of a-high nature againſt the Governor General. 

* The puniſhment for adultery is fevere and cruel by the Gentoo- 
laws. A Hindoo, who had diſcovered his wife intriguing with a young 
writer at Calcutta, treated her according to the cuſtom of the country, 
viz. firſt ſlitzing her noſe and cars, and then abandoning her to diſgrace 
and infamy :: the lover, juſtly irritated, proſecuted the Hindoo, and be 
was condemned to be hanged on the Coventry AF, His pardon was ob- 


tained, with great difficulty, by the prefſing ſolicitations, ard even tears 
ef Ms. Haſtivg;. 


Hs 
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He could alone appeaſe her:“ 
Sage Thurlow on the fact reſines; 
And Alexander, Haſtings ſhines !+ 

And Major Scott—a Cæſar! $ 
| | X. 

* After the Nabob of Oude had robbed and plundered his mother the 
Begum, Mr, Haſtings, by his irrefiſtible addreſs, gentle inſinuationt, 
and almoſt womeni/> tenderneſt, perfectly convinced her that no other 
means could at the inſtant be deviſed to preſerve the Britiſh empire in 
India, He won ſo much on her affe&ions, and conciliated her ſo en- 
tirely to his ſyſtem of government, that ſhe forgave her ſon the Nabob, 
and offered Mr. Haſtings a moſt magnificent and valuable preſent, 
| + Lord Thurlow declared in the Houſe of Lerds, in his panegyrical 
eration on Mr. Haſtings, that of all modern heroes he moſt reſembled 
Alexander the Great. Indeed his treatment of the Begums brings ſtrongly 
to our recollection Alexander's behaviour to Darius's widow in fimilar 
circumſtances, The enemies of Mr. Haſtings affect to ſay, that the 
reſemblance between him and Alexander can only be made out by the 
following paſſage from Quintius Curtius, by which it appears that the 
Macedonian hero was determined to exterminate a whole people becauſe 
they had ſeized his favourite horſe Bucephalus :—« Majore ergo quam 
« decebat,. ira fimul ac dolore ſtimulatus equum veſtigari juffit ; & per 
« jnterpretem pronunciari ne reddidifſent neminem eſſe victu um.“ 
This malignant infinuation has been already obviated by the brilliant 
eloquence of Mr. Vanſittart, who proved, to the entire ſatisfaction of a 
large myority of the Houſe, that the Rohillas were exterminated, that 
ie, maſſacred, merely by an error in tranſlating a Perſian word, which 
bears I fignificatiovs, Mr, Vanſittart charmed the Houſe by Lis 
claTc taſte, in n apt qu>tRion from Shakeſpearc on this occaſion :-— 
64 Iago,” ſaid he, „“ in adviſing Roderigo to aſſaſſinate Caſſio, tells him 
&« he muſt be remer rd ; Roderigo, ſurpriſed, aſks him what he mean 
$* Iago aunſwers, Why, to ente him, is to Knock bis brains out.“ 

C Mor 
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Two lacks !—a preſent from Cheyt Sing: * 
A culprit's offering to a King, 7 
Who India's empire ruPd, 
Proclaim the ſoftneſs of his heart; 
For tho? he ſcorn'd the rebel's art, 
He kindly took his gold. f 
XI, 
8 Major Scott and Julius Cæſar were both ſoldiers of fortune, and 
wrote their own Commentaries ; the Major's ſtile in a Morning Paper, 
in point of preciſion and elegance, is confeſſedly ſuperior to Cæſar's, 
eſpecially in hts narrative of the diamond, 

* Mr. Haſtings accepted two lacks of rupees (about 20,0001.) from 
Cheyt Sing, at the very time he had fined him 500,000. for his con- 
tumacy and rebellion. This is an illuſtrious proof (among many) cf 
the generoſity and melting goodneſs of his heart; - though in his public 
capacity as Governor General, he was obliged to be inexorable and ſe- 
vere ; yet as Mr. Haſtings, he ſtill found the happy means of diſplaying 
his humane, mild, and beneficent diſpoſition, which, to uſe his own 
words, « had impreiled all perſuaſions of men with a ſuperſtitious be- 
&« lief, that a fortunate influence directed all my actions to their defined 
« ends; as my political conduct was invariably directed by truth, juſ- 
« tice, and good faith.” «© Upon mature reflection,“ ſays he, 1 
« determined neither to inform the Council of the tranſaction, nor to 
« return the money to Sada-Nund, (Cheyt Sing's miniſter) having 
« once conſented to accept it.“ Minutes of Mr. Haſtings's Defence, 
Charge 7. 

* If he (Cheyt Sing) were a great priuce, I, (Warren Haſtirgs, 
« Eſq.) repreſenting his Sovereign (the Court of Directors and Proprie- 
tors in Leadenhall-ftreet) might ſeem a great king.” Ditta. 

+ * I gradually lowered my demands to one thouſand horſe ; he of- 
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XI. 
© Scotia's pride, thy fine-turn'd wit, 
And poliſh'd ſtile bewitches Pitt, 
With every grace endu'd— 
Tho' Fox, or his malignant friend, 
May ſneering ſay—how ſweetly blend 
The Proſtitute and Prude. 


XII. 
Thro every ſhop Pitt's praiſe reſounds, 
And wafted thro' the hawkers' bounds, 
From every Juſtice rings! 
1-en bawds applaud him, tho' he's chaſte, 
Since the tax'd maid, with duteous haſte, 
Her virgin treature brings, 


XIII. 


Britain her ſurplus thanks will pay, 

To him, who wipes her debts away, 
And fchemes a mild Exciſe ; 

Cheap commutation tea ſhalt ſip, 

And hail his name with wine-ting'd lip, 
From whom ſuch bleſſings riſe. 


„ tered but five hundred. My patience was exhauſted dy fuch fepeated 
acts of contumacy ; and 1 was determined to convert them into an 


advantage to the Company's affairs. Minutes of Mr. Haſtings's 
Dricnce, Charge To 


XIV. 


1 


XIV. 

Sir Joſeph chaunts to birth- day tunes, “ 
Scarps, glacis, horn - works and half- moons, 
And Richmond's triumphs ſings; 

Sir George's muſe alone is able + 
To ſketch his fix brick towers of Babel, 
And charm the beſt:of kings. 


XV. 
While Kenyon's conſcience makes it law, 
A ſerutiny may faction awe, 
And check cheir-daring choice ; 
His generous blood now mounts in fury, 
As Loughbro' coaxes a pack'd jury 
To ſpeak a party*s voice. 
XVL 
Miſs in her teens Pitt's nod: obeys, { 
Circaſſia's bloom her tribute pays, 


* There is a beautiful propriety .in his Grace of Richmond's chooling 
Sir Joſeph Mawbey to celebrate his praiſes; a certain congeniality of 
ſentiment and ſympathetic feelings between the hero and the poet are 
ſufficiently obvious. 

+ Sir George Howard, K. B. celebrated for his poetical talents ; he 
is likewiſe an excellent horſe officer, and a great favourite with his royal 
maſter, « For ſix brick towers upon the beach between South Sen Caſtle 
and Cumberland Fort, 339,0c0l:”—Ordnance Fortification eſtimates 
tor 1786. 

A poetico-political perſonification of the Perfumery Bill; Miſs in 
her Teens Water, is one of the articles of luxury, taxed by our income 
parable young ſtateſman. | 


And 
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And all his wiſhes meets; 
Bluſhing with rouge, each modeſt Grace, 
With milk of roſes from King's Place, 
Entrance him in their ſweets. 


: XVII. 
For Pitt, Hibernia tunes her lyre, 
Freedom and wealth her ſong inſpire, 
Which ſounds from ſhore to ſhore ; 
In cotton webs ſhe weaves his uame, 
And Wedgwood's ware ſhall ſpread his fame, 
Till trade ſhall be no more. 


A CONGRATULATORY ODE. 


ADDRESSED TO THE RIGHT HON, CHARLES JENKIN$0N, 
ON HIS BEING CREATED, LORD HAWKESBURY, 


Quem verum aut heroa lyra vel acri 
Tibia ſumes cclebrare, Clio? 
Quem Deum ? Cujus recinet jocoſa 
Nomen imago ? Hor, 


J ENR, for you I'll wake the lyre, 

Tho' not with Laureat Warton fire, 
Your hard- won meed to grace: 

Gay was your air, your viſage blithe, 

Unleſs when Fox has made you writhe, 
With tortur'd Marſyas' face. 
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No more you'll dread ſuch pointed ſneers, 
But ſafely ſkulk amidſt your Peers, 
And flaviſh doctrines ſpread ; 
As ſome ill-omen'd baneful yew 
That ſheds around a poiſonous dew, 
And ſhakes its rueful head, 


Your frozen heart ne'er learn'd to glow 
At other's good, nor melt at woe; 
Your very roof is chilling; 
There bounty never ſpreads her ray, 
You e' en ſhut out the light of day,“ 
To fave a paltry ſlulling. 


A Prince, by ſervile knaves addreſt, 
Ne'er takes a Dempſter to his breaſt, 
Jack Rob'ſon ſerves his ends; 
Unrivall'd ſtood the treach*rous name, 
Till envious Eden urg'd his claim, 


While both betray their friends. 


* Mr. Jenkinfon exhibited a laudable example of political economy, 
by ſhutting up ſeveral of his windows at his ſeat near Croydon, on the 
paſting of the Commutation Act. His Majeſty's bon mot on this ocea- 
hon ſhould not be forgotten, What, what, (ſaid the Royal Jeſter) do 
« my ſubjects complain of? ſenky tells me, he does not pay as much 
« to the window tax as he did before. Why then don't my people do 
« like Jenky?“ 


Vor. _ G On 


E 
On whom devolves your back. ſtairs cloak, 
When, prophet-like, ** you mount as ſmoke ?”'* 
Muſt little Powney catch it ? 
But as *tis rather worſe for wear, 
Let mighty Bucks take ſpecial care 
To bruſh it well and patch it. 


While o'er his loyal breaft ſo true 
Great G— expands the riband blue, 
There—honour's ſtar will ſhine : 
As Rawdon was bold Richmond's Squire, 
To inſtall a Knight fo full of fire, 
—Let Aſton, Bucks, be thine. 


Jenky, purſue Ambition's taſk, | 

The King will give whate'er you aſk, 
Nor heed the frowns of Pitt : 

Tho? proud he'll truckle to diſgrace, 

By feudal meanneſs keep his place, þ 
And turn the royal ſpit; 


A beautiful oriental alluſion borrowed from Mr. Haſtings's Ode. 
« And care like ſn in turbid wreathes, 
« Round the gay ceiling flies.“ 
+ Finchfield. —Co. Eſſex. 
John Campes held this manor of King Edward III. by the ſervice 
of turning the ſpit at his coronation. — 
Camden's Britanma—article Lſſex. 


With 


: 
1 
* 


— 


* — — 4 _ 5 y — XY 460 _ — * 
— A i — e Gar 8 das $——— — | — 
1 u „ — — Go 
* — _ wo, 4 4 « 5 » N 
— ; = * 4 * 5 . ” a + * > 4 
N ad i % oy x n A 
* 2 4 * 5 * * N - * % * 9 - F = > - i 2 p wut 
bo —— * A e 8 2 * — 1 . * PR . 3 pÞ * wg; 
*W 22 0 — — — + . —ů — h elit E * mes f — * 5 * ® 
” bk N * 0 N he - 
„ " - „ * — e * 5 2 8 E. of . * 
„ * 2 Z 2 E. — 2 " God 


1 


Wich ſaintly Hill, divide your glory,“ 
No true King's friend, on ſuch a tory, 
The peerage door will ſhut ; 
Canting, he'll ſerve both Church and Throne, 
And make the Reverend Bench your own, 
By piety and ſmut. 


Banks at his ſide, demure and fly, 
Will aptly tell a ſpecious lye, 
Then ſpeed the royal ſummons: 
He's no raw nevice in the trade, 
His honour's now a batter*d jade, 
Pitt flung it to the Commons. 


While Thurlow damns theſe cold delays, 
Myſterious diamonds vainly blaze, 
The impending vote to check ; 


The King magnanimouſly refuſed to create either Sir Richard 
Hill, or Mr. Banks, Peers, that the ſingular honour beſtowed ſelely by 
his Majeſty might be more conſpicuous, and that Mr. Pitt's humiliation 
might no longer be problematic. Sir Richard had compoſed a beautiful 
ſacred cantata on the occaſion, dedicated te his brother, the Rev. Row - 
land Hill the firſt ſtanza alludes, by an apt quotation from the 68th 
Palm, to the elevation and dignities of the family: | 


«© Why hop ſo high, ye little Hi/ls,” 

With joy, the Lord's anointed fills ; 
Let's pray with one accord | 

In ſleepleſs viſions of the night, 

North's cheek I ſmote with all my might, 
For which I'm made a Lord, &c. &c. 


G 2 K. B. 
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K. B. and Peer, let Haſtings ſhine, 
Impey, with pride, will cloſely tw ine 
The collar round his neck. 


Ennobling thus the mean and baſe, 
Our gracious S——'s art we trace, 
Aſſail'd by factions bold; 
So preſt, great Frederick roſe in fame, 
On pots de chambre ſtamp'd his name, * 
And pewter paſs'd for gold. 


Should reſtive Sydney keep the ſeal, 
Jenky, ſtill ſhew official zeal, 
Your friend, your maſter charm ; 
Revive an Anglo Saxon place, + 
Loet George's feet your boſom grace, 
Your love will keep them warm. 


T be King of Pruſſia repleniſhed his exhauſted treaſury in the war 
of 1756 by a coinage of pewter ducats. 
1 * Befides the twenty-four officers above deſcribed, there were eleven 
bthers of conſiderable value in the courts of the ancient Princes, the moſt 
remarkable of which was that of the King's feet bearer ; this was a 
young gentleman, whoſe duty it was to fit on the floor, with his back 
towards the fire, and hold the King's feet in his boſom all the time he 
fat at table, to keep them warm and comfortable. 
Leges Wallice, p. 58. 
Henry's Hifory of Great Britain v. 2. p. 275. 
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THE BUL S E. 


A PINDARIC ODE. 


Strophe the Firft. 


W HENCE upon the dazzled fight 
Beams the ſtrong reflected light? 
Whence proceed thoſe lucid rays, 
That on the bard's wrapt fancy hiaze ? 
It is! it 1s !—the well known Huge, 
Sent to feel the Royal pulſe— 

To fire the poet's brain, 

To call his ardent ſtrain ; 

And tune his honour'd lyre 

To mortal lays—that never ſhall expire, 


The while it ſheds its luſtre o'er the cheek of Night. 


Ant iſtrophe the Firft. 
Hail, brighteſt gem of orient birth! 
Happieſt produce of the earth ! 
Yet happier, brighter far thy preſent ſtate ; 
Doom'd to charm a monarch's eye, 
Who aided by the magnifying power 
Another Herſchel !—can eſpy | 
In Haſtings' conduct all that's good and great. 
Whilſt viewing thee 
With ceaſeleſs glee, 
In ſolitude he ſpends the grateful hour. 


- G 3 Epode 
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Epode the Firſt, 


Yet are not thy charms confin'd 
To royal GEORGE's eye or mind, 
*Thou Taliſman of more than magic force ; 
For peerleſs Jenky *—back-ſtair wight, 
Anxious to behold thy light, 
Gently creeping, 
Slily peeping, : 
In pra&tis'd paces to the cloſet ſtole, 
Propitious fate in time direct his courſe 
The monarch to his favorite's ſight 
Diſplays thy charms, and agitates his ſoul, 


Strophe the Second, 


Swift his fancy onward flies, 
Like meteors thro? the ſkies ; 

And to thy native ſpot his viſion bears, 
Their ſhapes a different form aſſume,— 
Imaginary harveſts bloom, 

And war's loud tumults ſeem the Muſic of the Spheres. 
The © Oppreſſor's wrong! - the Matron's woe— 
The Virgin's tears—fell Rapine's blow— 

The ſacred Robe of Juſtice all conceals, 

Whilſt o'er each ſenſe thy wondrous radiance ſteals. 


* The hy percrirical reader may perhaps think this appellation ſome- 
what beneath. the dignity of the ode; but, as in bur opinion, there is 
as little hogour in another nme, we have choſen that by which the party 
is beſt known, 


Eeſtatic 


Wt 
Eeſtatic dreams his ſoul poſleſs'd, 
For lo! there ſhines upon his breaſt 

A Star ideal of thy fragments made, 
When by the artiſt's cautious hand, 


At ſovereign G 's dread command, 
Thy poliſh'd worth is to the world diſplay'd. 


Antiſtrophe the Second. 


Hence reſults the mighty change— 
Hence his glowing fancy burns--- 
And hence his thoughts with wondrous range, 
O'er Peers and Commoners revolve by turns. 
He fees the fluent, placid Sydney bow, 
And looks to /apient Carmarthen's aid -K 
Peruſes Lanſdown's dark ambiguous brow--< 
And as a favourite is the B. G- 
To Canterbury gives the nod, , 
And ſees the red corps with pliant haſte array d. 
Then backward bids obedient memory run, 
To view the Major's fond aſſiduous pains, | 
And mark the mighty things he would have done, 
If niggard nature had but given him—brains, 
Pity dropping from his eyes, 
Nichols next he ſees ariſe, 
Dull * as the weed that roots on Lethe's ſhore ;*” 
And Burgeſs, with complacent grin, 
Still th' eternal nonſenſe ſpin, 
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And rival * Campbell in ſomnific power, 
Whilſt ſage Macdonald martyrs Haſtings? cauſe, 
And owls exnlting hoot the fit applauſe. 


Epode the Second. 


In ecſtacy, thus Jenky's ſoul 
Rang'd thro? the circle of his power, 
Whilſt the monarch's optics roll, 
And tx alternate on the gem, 
Faicd-w BiACE nis iadani 
With fplendor eaſtern 4 Nizams never knew, 
With brilliance to make German coulins ſtare, 
And light each ſcene from Buckingham to Kew. 
When juſtice from her ſphere deſcending, 
Majeſty with anger blending, 
Appeared before the contemplative pair, 
At her approach, the gem no longer bright, 
Dimm'd by ſuperior radiance, falls unſeen, 
The monarch look'd a broader ſtare, 
A fallow paleneſs mark'd the favourites fright, 
And ſtern conviction chas'd them from the ſcene. 


The preſent I.— A 
for political acumen, as his predeceſſor has been for we conſiſtency 
and who ſometimes actually eſcapes without diſapprobation of the H-— 
of C becauſe he is not heard. 

+ When the celebrated ſubject of this ode was firſt preſented, ſome 
ingenious gentlemen feigned that it came from the Nizam of the De- 


of Scotland, a gentleman as remarkable 


can ; but this muſt have been a falſcho04, for it was never heli ved at 


THE 


court. 
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THE STATES MEN; A 
AN ECLOGUE. 


LANSDOWNE, 


WII E on the Treaſury-Bench you, Pitt, recline, 
And make men wonder at each vaſt deſign; 

I, hapleſs man, my harſher fate deplore, 

Ordain'd to view the regal face no more; 

That face which erſt on me with rapture glow'd, 5 
And ſmiles reſponſive to my ſmiles beſtow'd: 

But now the Court I leave, my native home, 

„A baniſh*d man, condemn'd in woods to roam ;” 

While you to ſenates Brun/wick's mandates give, 


Aud teach white wands to chaunt his high prerogative. 10 
— 


PITT. 


Oh! Lan/{owne, *twas a more than mortal pow'r 
My fate controul'd, in that auſpicious hour, 


* The Stateſuen. It will be unneceſſary to inform the claſſical 95 
that this Eclogue evidently commences as an imitation of the iſt of Vir- 
gil—the Author, however, with a boldneſs perfectly characteriſtic of 
the perſonages he was to repreſent, has, in the progreſs of this work, 
carefully avoided every thing like a too cloſe adherence to his original 
deſign. | 

Line $.—4 baniſh'd man, &c.) Vide the noble Marquis's cele- 
brated ſpeech on the no leſs celebrated Irith Propoſitions, _ Hs 
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When Temple deign'd the dread decree to bring, 

And ſtammer'd out the frman of the King: 

That power Tl worſhip as my houſehold god, 15 
Shrink at his frown, and bow beneath his nod; 

At every feaſt his preſence 1'll invoke, 

For him my kitchen fires ſhall ever ſmoke : 

Not mighty Hafling, whoſe illuſtrious breath | 

Can bid a Rajah live, or give him death, 29 
Though back'd by Scott, by Barwell, Pall, and all 

The fable ſquadron ſcowling from Bengal; 

Not the bold chieftain of the tribe of Phipps, 

Whole head is ſcarce leſs handſome than his ſhip's ; 

Not bare-breech'd Graham, nor bare-witted Roje, 25 
Nor the great Lawyer with the little Noſe ; 


Lie 14.—fnd flommer'd eut the firman, &c.] When a language 
happens to be deficient in a word to expreſs a particular idea, it has been 
ever cuſtomary to borrow one from ſome good-natui 'd neighbour, who 
may happen .to be more liberally furniſhed. Our au hor, unfortu- 
nately, could find no nation nearer than Turkey, that was able to ſupply 
him with an expreſſion perfectly appoſite to the ſentiment intended to be 
here conveyed, 

Line 2 5.—Not ſare- B reechd Gralam.) His Lordthip, ſome time 
fince, brought in a bill to relieve his countrymen from thoſe habiliments, 
which in England are deemed a neceſſary appendage to decorum, but 
among our more northern brethren are conſidered as a degrading ſhackle 
upon natural liberty. Perhaps, as the noble Lord was then on the 
point of marriage, he might intend this offering of his ei ſpolia as 
an elegant compliment to Hymen. 


f | Not 


(gr 1 
Not even Villiers ſelf ſhall welcome be, 
To dine ſo oft, or dine ſo well as he. 


LANSDOWNE. 


Think not theſe ſighs denote one thought unkind, 

Wonder, not Envy, occupies my mind; 

For well I wot on that unhappy day, 

When Britain mourn'd an empire giv'n away; 
When rude impeachments menac'd from afar, 

And what gave peace to France to us was war; 

For awful vengeance Heav'n appear'd to call, 

And agonizing Nature mark'd our fall. 

Dire change! Dundas's cheek with bluſhes glow'd, 

Grenville was dumb, Mahon no frenzy ſhow'd; 

Though Drate harangu'd, no flumber Gilbert fear'd, 

And Mul, ravè's mouth like other mouths appear'd. 

In vain had Bellamy prepar'd the meat 

In vain the porter—Bamhber could not eat; 

When Burke aroſe, no yell the curs began, 

And Rolle, for once, half-ſeem'd a gentleman : 

Then name this god, for to St. Fames's Court, 

Nor gods nor angels often make reſort. 


PITT. 


In early youth miſled by Honour's rules, 

That fancied Deity of dreaming fools, 

I fimply thought, forgive the raſh miſtake, | | 

That Kings ſhould govern for their People's ſake ; | 
G 6 But 
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But Reverend Jerky ſoon theſe thoughts ſuppreſt, 
And drove the glittering phantom from my breaſt; 
Fenky ! that ſage, whom mighty George declares, 
Next Schwellenbergen, great on the back ſtairs : 
*T was Fenkinſon—ye Deacons catch the ſound ! 55 
Ye Treaſury ſcribes the ſacred name rebound! 
Ye pages ſing it—echo it, ye Peers! 
And ye who beſt repeat, Right Reverend Seers! 
Whoſe pious tongues no wavering fancies ſway, 
But like the needle ever point one way. 60 


LANSDOWNE. 


Thrice happy youth ! ſecure from every change, 


Thy beaſts unnumber'd, mid the Commons range; 


While thou, by Fove's ætherial ſpirit fir'd, 

Or by ſweet Brunſwick's ſweeter breath inſpir'd, 
Another Orpheus, every boſom cheer, 65 
And ſticks, and ſtocks, and ſtones roar Hear! hear ! hear ! 


Line 51.—Put Reverend Fenky.] Our author here, in ſome mea- 
ſure deviating from his uſual perſpicuity, bas left us in doubt whether 
the term Reverend is applied to the years or to the profeſſion of the gen- 
tieman mtended to be complimented. His Jong experience in the ſecrets 
of the Critical Review and Buckingham Houſe would well juſtify the 
former ſuppoſition ; yet his early admiſſion into Deacon's Orders will 
equally ſupport the latter: our readers therefore muſt decide, while we 
can only ſincerely exult in his Majeſty's enjoyment of a man, whoſe 
whole pious life has been ſpent in ſuſtaining that beautiſul and pathetic 
injunction of ſcripture, © Serve God and honour the King.“ 


= 


Rais'd 


1 


Rais'd by the pipe the ſavage tribes advance, 
And Bulls and Bears in myſtic mazes dance: 


For me no cattle now my ſteps attend, 

Een Price and Prięffley, wearied, ſcorn their friend ; ye 
And theſe twin ſharers of my feſtive board, 

Hope of my flock, now ſeek ſome richer Lord. 


PITT, 


Sooner ſhall Efinzham clean linen wear. 

Or Mornington without his ſtar appear ; 

. Sooner each priſoner Buller's law eſcape; 75 
Sooner ſhall 2 xeenſberry commit a rape; 

Sooner ſhall Powney, Howard's noddle reach 

Sooner ſhall Thurlow hear his brother preach ; 

Sooner with Yeftris, Bootle ſhall contend ; 

Sooner ſhall Eden not betray his friend ; 80 
Sooner Dundas an Indian bribe decline; 

Sooner ſhall I my chaſtity reſign; | 

Sooner ſhall Ro/e than Prettyman lie faſter, 


Than Pitt forget that Jeukinſon's his maſter. 
; LANSs 
Line 68.—1d Bulls and Bears in myſlic mazes dance.) The beauti- 
ful alluſion here made to that glorious flate of doubt and obſcurity, 
m which our youthful Minifter's meaſures have been invariably in- 
volved, with its conſequent operations on the ſtockholders, is here moſt 
fortunately introduced. —What a ftriking contraſt does Mr. Pitt's con- 
duct, in this particular, form to that of the Duke of Portland, Mr. 
Far, and your other plain matter of ſact men! 
Line 8 3.-—Sooner ſhall Roſe than Prettyman lie fafter.] This beauti- 
ful compliment to the happy art of embelliſhment, ſo wonderfully poſ- 
ſeſſed 
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E LANSDOWNE. 


Yet oft in times of yore I've ſeen thee ſtand, 

Like a tall May-pole, *mid the patriot band ; 

While with reforms you tried each baneful art, 

To wring freſh ſorrows from your Sovereign's heart ; 
That heart, where every virtuous thought is known, 
But modeſtly looks up and keeps them all his own. gs 
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PITT. 


*T'was then that Pitt, for youth ſuch warmth allows, 
To wanton Freedom paid his amorous vows ; 
LulPd by her ſmiles, each offer I withſtood, 
And thought the greateſt bliſs my country's good. 
*T was pride, not paſſion, madden'd in my brain: 
I wiſh'd to rival Fox, but wiſh'd in vain ; 

Fox, the dear object of bright Freedom's care, 
Fox, ſtill the favourite of the Brizi/h fair; 

But while with wanton arts the ſyren ſtrove 

To fix my heart, and wile me to her love ; 
Too ſoon I found my haſty choice to blame, 
Freedom and Poverty are ſtill the ſame— 
While piles of maſſy gold his coffers fil}, 

Who votes ſubſervient to his Sovereign's will. 


ſeſſed by this par nobile fratrum, merits our warmeſt applauſe ; and the 
Mill of our author no where appears more conſpicuous than in tis line, 
where, in refuſing to give to cither the pre-eminence, he beſtows the 


ue nus ultra of excellence on both. 


LANSDOVWNT> 


„ 
LANSDOWNE. 
Enough, break off—on Richmond I muſt wait; 
And Deòbieg too will think I ſtay too late; 
Yet ere I go ſome friendly aid I'd prove, 
The laſt ſad tribute of a maſter's love. 
In that famed college where true wiſdom's found, 
For Machiavel:an policy renown'd, 
The pious paſtors firſt fill'd Lan/dowwne's mind, 


With all the lore for Miniſters deſign'd; 


Then mark my words, and ſoon thoſe Teers ſhall ſee 
Their fam'd Inatius far outdone in thee.— 

In every action of your lite be ſhown, 

You think the world was made for you alone ; 
With cautious eye each character ſurvey, 

Woo to deceive, and promiſe to betray ; 

Let no raſh paſſion Caution's bounds deſtroy, 

And, ah! no more appear ( The Angry Bey!“ 


PTY. 

Yet ftay—Behold the Heav'ns begin to lour, 
And Holland threatens with a thunder ſhow'r; 
With me partake the feaſt, on this green box, 
Full fraught with many a feaſt for factious Fox; 
Each ſapient hint that pious Pretty gleaus, 

And the huge bulk of Ro/e's Ways and Means; 
See too the ſmoaky citizens approach, 


Piled with petitions view their Lord Mayor's coach; 
Een now their lengthen'd ſhadows reach this floor, 


Oh! that dd bop tax Aubrey, ſhut the door! 
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CAM» 


196 ? 


CAMBRIDGE TRIUMPHANT. 


ON Clare-hall Piece, while groups of gowns-men 
mourn'd 
Oxford twice viſited, and Granta ſcorn'd ; 
Prophetic Cam above his mud appear'd, 
And thus the ſadly- penſive Pittites cheer'd : 
© Why drop my Sons, tho? deſtin'd not to ſhare 

The envied preſence of the Royal pair? 
Let the good Monarch, ex famille, repeat 
His eager journies to your rival's ſeat: 
Hear Chriſt Church bells, and Tom's tremendous ſound, 
Still wond'rous pleas'd to tread on Tory ground; 

De ente quolibet, with Pedants chat, 

While crowds grow Loyal, charm'd with what ? What, 

what ? 

Yet, ſay, what prize can either Vice-Can boaſt, 
What has not Dennis gain'd, or Chapman loſt ? 

Need the proud Dean his abſence much regret, 

Or grudge the honour that devolv'd on Pett ? 

Ye gaping Chiefs of College, or of Hall! 

Can he who dvbs three Knights, confer one Stall? 
Deans, Prebendaries, Prelates—all are Pitt's — 

Pitt's all our own, and George to Pitt ſubmits. 

Fir'd with the glories of our brighter days, 


In ſtrains of triumph my glad voice I raiſe ; 
Ceaſe 


ue 


„ 


Ceaſe then to grieve that Iſis, wiſer grown, 

Forſakes her Stuart's for a Brunſwick's throne ! 

Tho? Brunſwick's ſelf preſide in North's high ſeat, 

With troops of ſcarlet Doctors at his feet: 

Little awaits this vain parade of Courts, 

While Pitt, like Pelham, his lov'd Cam ſupports, 

Paſs'd are the times when Bute, to Whigs unjuſt, 

Taught the young King his High-church frieads to truſt; 

Then many a Mitre grac'd an Oxford Crown, 

And Cambridge bow'd to dunces not her own, 
Bleſt be the man ! or rather bleſt the boy! 

Our Pembroke's pride, of Prettyman the joy ! 

While George to him deputes his Sovereign powers, 

The richeſt crop of Canonries is ours. 

See! from my womb, a race prolific ſpring, 

True to their God—as loyal to their King? 

Paleys, like Price and Prieſtley, ſhall diſpute, 

And graft a Commonwealth on Whiggiſh root. 

The tide of Court rewards ſhall never ebb, 

Laviſh'd by Pitt on each reforming Jebb: 

Taught to inflame a mob, or Verb to twiſt, 

Horne Tooke ſhall ceaſe to mourn preferment miſt. 

From Purley's ſhade recall'd to grace St. John's, 

And future Bradſhaws rear amongſt her ſons ; 

Maſon, exalted for heroic lays, 

Shall kiſs the Royal hand he loves to praiſe: 

Lindfays and Wakefields, once a ſqueamiſh tribe, 

Shall learn from prudent Wilſon to ſubſcribe ; 
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Bold W—tſ-—n ſhall exhibit chymic tricks, 
Skill'd goſpel-milk with pois'nous drugs to mix 
Ex Cathedra—at orthodoxy laugh, 
And mount to Lambeth from decay'd Landaff. 

But chief, OI. , to thee be honours paid 
Well fits the Mitre on thy hoary head: 

Wonder of Biſhops ! ſtill purſue thy plan, 
Man to a brute---and God degrade to man. 
How can I count the labours of thy life ? 
With Creeds and Articles at conſtant ſtrife "Ih 
With Blackburne leagued, in many a motley page, 
Immortal war with Mother Church to wage ; 
Each fence that guards her altar to pull down, 
And tack Geneva's cloak to Prelate's gown. 
Nor here thy zeal for comprehenſion ends, 
Jews, Deiſts, Muſſelmen, thy love befriends, 
Blends Chriſt and Belial at one ſacred table 
Delightful maſs of an united Babel ! 

O! envied change! when, freed from faith's ſtrict rules, 
Law's latitude of doctrine guides my ſchools ! 
When, benefic'd by Pitt's all- powerful hand, 
Socinian preachers ſwarm throughout the land ! 
Paul's myſteries, when each wrangler diſbelieves, 
And Humes and Gibbonſes may wear lawn fleeves !” 

He ſpoke---all nod aſſent---The Senate met--- 
And vote a warm Addreſs for next Gazette. 

PASQUIN. 


A PE- 


w>4 
. 


C 6 I 


A PETITE DRAMA!!!. 


PITT AND WILLIAM GRENVILLE, THE SPEAKER, 


PITT, 


WrarT tongueleſs blocks were they! wou'd they not 
ſpeak ? 


Say, will not Beachcroft and his brethren come? 


w. G, 
Beachcroft is near at hand; intend ſome fear; 
Be not you ſpoke with but by mighty ſuit, 
And look you, get a law book in your hand, 
And ſtand *twixt Kenyon and the Chancellor; 


For on that ground I'll make a long deſcant, 


And be not eaſily won to our requeſt—— 
Play the maid's part---ſtill anſwer Nay and take it. 


PITT. 
I go---and if for Beachcroft you can ſay 
As much, as I for thee when choſen Speaker, 
No doubt we'll bring it to a happy iſſue. [Exit Pitt. 


W. G. 
Go, go to Roſe's room; 'tis Beacheroft knocks. 


Euter Beachcroft and Citizens. 
Welcome, my friends---I dance attendance here; 
] think V Pitt will not be ſpoke withal. 
4 Enter. 
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Enter Roſe. 
Good Roſe, what ſays your maſter to my ſuit ? 


He doth entreat the newly-choſen Speaker 
To viſit him to-morrow or the next day ; 
He now with t:vo prerogative grave lawyers, 
Is bent on framing a new conſtitution ; 

And in no wanton ſuits would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from lis ielt-dehying lehemes. 


W. G. 


Return, good Roſe, to th' unaſpiring youth, 

Tell him the Cits, with Beacheroft and myſelf, 

In deep deſigns, in matter of great moment; 

No leſs importing than the AbpRxEss of Traxks, 
Are come to court the miniſterial ſmiles. 


ROSE, 
Pl ſignify ſo much unto him ſtraight, [ Exit Roſe. 


| w. G. | 
Ab, ah, Beachcroft ! this youth is not abandon'd, 
He is not lolling on a lewd-love bed, 

But ſtudying the new Conſtitution ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But mooting caſes with two counſellors ; 

Not ſleeping to engroſs his meagre body, 

But plotting to enrich his empty purſe. 


Happy 


„ 


Happy for England, wou'd this virtuous youth 
Take on himſelf the Sovereignty thereof 
But ſure I fear we ſhall not win him to it. 


BEACHCROFT. 


Marry; God ſhicld our Pitt ſhould ſay us nay. 


W. G. 
I fear he will---Lo! here Roſe comes again. 


Enter Roſe. 


Good Roſe, what ſays the Miniſter ? 


ROSE. 

He wonders to what end you have aſſembled 
So few and feeble-hearted Citizens ; 

Grenville | he fears you mean no good to him. 


W. GC. 


Sorry I am, my virtuous couſin ſhou'd 


Suſpect me that I mean no good to him, 

And ſo, once more, return and tell him ſo; [ Exit Reſe. 
When patriotic miniſterial men 

Are in their cloſet, who can draw them thence 

From contemplation of their righteous plans ? 


Enter Pitt between Thurlow and Camden Roſe 
following. 


BEACHCROFT. 
See where Will Pitt betwixt two lawyers ſtands. 


W. G. 


(142 ] 

w. G. 
Two props of virtue for a Miniſter, 
To ſtay a while th' fall of the Treaſury ; 
And ſee ! a crabbed law-book in his hand! 
Famous young demagogue | moſt gracious Prince, 
Lend favourable ear to our requeſts. 


PITT. 
Beachcroft, there needs no ſuch apology ; 
J do beſeech you, Sir, to pardon me, 
Who, earneſt in the ſervice of my King, 
Defer too quick diſmiſſion of my friends; 
But leaving this, what is my Grenville's pleaſure * 


W. G. 
E'en that, I hope, which Parliament approves, 
And all good men of this ungovern'd iſle. 


PITT. 
I do ſuſpect I have done ſome offence, 
That ſeems diſgracious in the City's eye. 
w. 8. 
You have, indeed; would it might pleaſe you, Sir, 
On our entreaties to amend your fault. 


PITT. 
Elſe wherefore fit J on the Treaſury bench? 


W. 6. 


5. 
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w. @ 
Know, then, it is your fault that you reſign 
The ſupreme ſeat, the throne majeſtical, 
The ſcepter'd office which you've earn'd ſo well, 
To a deſcendant of the Brun/wick ſtock ; 
This noble iſle doth want her proper limbs, 
And almoſt ſhuulder'd in the ſwallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulneſs and deep oblivion, 
Which to re-cure, we heartily ſolicit 
Your gracious ſelf, to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land ; 
Not as protector, ſteward, or ſubſtitute, 
Or lowly factor for another's gain; 
But as your right, your empery, your own; 
For this conſorted with the citizens | 
In their juſt ſuit, I come to move your Grace. 


PITT. 

I cannot tell, if to depart in ſilence, 

Or bitterly to ſpeak in your reproof, 

Beſt fitteth my degree, or your condition : 
For not to anſwer, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition ; not replying, yielded 


To bear the golden yoke of ſovereignty, 


Which fondly you wou'd here impoſe on me. 
If to reprove you for this ſuit of your's, 

So ſeaſon'd with your faithful love to me; 
Then, on the other fide, I check'd my friend; 
Therefore to ſpeak, and to avoid the firſt, 


„ 


And then in ſpeallidg not incur the laſt 
Definitively, thus I auſwer you: 

Your love deſerves my thanks, but my deſert 
Uomeritable, ſhuns your high requeſt : 

Firſt, if all obſtacles were cut away, 

And that my path were even to the Crown, 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth; 

Yet ſo much is my poverty of ſpirit, 

So mighty, and ſo many my defects, 

That I wou'd rather hide me from my greatneſs, 
Than in my greatneſs covet to be hid, 

And in the vapour of my glory ſmother'd. 

But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me, 
And much I need to help you, were there need. 
The Royal tret hath left us Royal fruit, 
Which, mellow'd by the ſtealing hours of Time, 
Will well become the ſeat of Majeſty, 

And make us, doubtleſs, happy by his reign. 
On him 1 lay what you wou'd lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy ſtars, 


| W. G. 

Couſin, this argues conſcience in the mind, 
But the reſpects thereof are nice and trivial: 
Then, modeſt Cuz, take to your Royal ſelf 
This proffer'd benefit of dignity ! 


Which God defend that I ſhou'd wring from him. 


BEACH: 


1 


BEACHCROFPT. 
Do, gracious youth, your citizens entreat you! 
ROSE. 
Oh, make them joyful, grant their lawful ſuit ! 
FITT. 


Alas, why wou'd you heap theſe cares on me! 
I am unfit for ſtate or majeſty; 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 


W. G. 


If you refuſe it, as in love and zeal, 

Loth to depoſe the Prince, your maſter's ſon, 

(As well we know your tenderneſs of heart, 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorſe :) 

yet know, whether you accept our ſuit or no, 

Your maſter's ſon ſhall never reign our King ; 

But we will plant ſome other on the throne, 

To the diſgrace and downfall of his houſe. 

Come, Citizens, we will entreat no more. [ Exeunte 


ROSE. 


Call them again, ſweet Pitt, accept their ſuit. 


PITT. 


Will you enforce me to a world of cares ! 
Call them again, I am not made of ſtone ; 
Vor. III H But 


[146 ] 


But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 
| Exit Raſe and N. G. 
Albeit, againſt my conſcience and my ſoul. 


Re-enter w. G. Sc. 


Brother to Buckingham, and moſt ſage Beachcroft, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

J muſt have patience to endure the load; 

But God doth know, and you may partly ſee, 
How far I am from the deſire of this. 


BEACHCROFT. 
God bleſs you, Pitt, dre ſee it and will ſay it. 
| W. 6. 


Thea I ſalute you with this royal title, 
Long live x156 WILLIAM! of that name the FourTH. 
To-morrow may it pleaſe you-to be crown'd. 


PITT. 


E'en when you pleaſe, for you will have it ſo. 


| A CRAM 
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A CRAMBO DIALOGUE, 


zTWEEN THAT CELEBRATED PAIR OF SPECTACLES,” 
SIR JOSEPH MAWBEY, BART, AND CHARLES 
BRANDLING, zs. 


—Payer eſt utrique moleſtus. , 
Ho R. Ep. 6. L t. v. t. 


BRANDLING, 


I SAY, air Joſeph, what is all this here work ? | 
They are a uſing J and yon worſer nor a Turk !— 
God dn them, but Pl do- matter what ! 
Becauſe yobody has nothing at all to do with at; 

For when a Gentleman takes a thing into his head, 
Nobody can know whether it will turn to wvords or lead. 


SIR JOSEPH. 
True, my dear Charles, it never can be known, 
The /laughter-houſe of the mind is all our owes ; 
There hangs my Wyat cut up into quarters, 
And there you Grieve in his elaſtic garters ; * 
Theſe are the deeds the public breaft to warn, | 
To fght, and kill, and cut, and hang, and do our focs no 
harm. ; 


* Elaſtic Garters, —-An elegant term of Sir Joſeph's, as Mr, Brand- 
un ſays, for back funers ; or, as the butchers fay, back firenvs. 


H e BRAND» 
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BRANDLING. 


I believe as how, Sir Joſeph, you're a little crazy, 

Or elſe, for once, your noddle is a little hazy ; 

I was a talking about theſe here printing thieves, 

And you comes over me with your Wyats and your 
Grieves !— 5 

Betabeen ourſelves, they both have their regoards; 

But will you, Joſeph, only mind your card.? 

Pve had my Grieve, and many fearful calls ; 

You've had your Wyat and your water falls,* 


$1R JOSEPH, 


The Morning Herald is our daily plague, 

And tells more lies than Bruſſels on the Hague; 
The raſcals ventur'd lately to decry 

And peach my writing, your orthography. 


* Water Falls —Shakeſpeare has ſomewhere obſerved, that we may 
judge, by the Baby Figure, of the Giant Maſs of things to come at 
large, The following pretty little anecdote of Sir Joſeph is an abſo- 
tute fact, and will ſerve to farther juſtify the penetration of our greateit 
poet. I, myſelf, was at Half Farthing School in Surrey with Sir Joſeph, 
when we were little boys, and Sir Joſeph had juſt been taken out of 
charity from Leicefler/Hire ; and I rememher he was the Cork of the 
ſchool in that eaſy, natural, and elegant dive) ſion, called c- ant 
paddle in it. —He was quite famous for a ſpray.— This T preſume is 
Shakeſpeare's Baby Figur. Mr. Wyat muſt ſpeak of the Giant Meſs 
of things that came at large. 1 appeal to Sir Joſeph himſelf, for the 
2*feft truth of this anecdote, 

| BR AN P/ 


* 


er ew Y 


BRANDLING. 
No, no, Sir Joſeph, you miſtakes that matter at, 
The bittereſt dog among them darſent do that, 
Yhat*s over the hills and far away from hem, 
Who cannot touch the Hern, can't touch the fen 
My Orthoggerraffy, indeed la pretty ſtory to tell! 


No, no, Sir Joſeph, they only ſaid as how I could not 


Jpell, 


$1R JOSEPH (afide.) 
I'd ſet him right, but he's ſo deſp'rate hot, 
He'd boil up into rage like any pot; | 
Bred in the Romiſh Creed, and Romiſh College, 
Can we expect pure reaſon and cool knowledge ? 
Came wiſdom ever from a Romiſh Cell, : 
Where ignorance and ſuperſtition dwell ; 
Where beads and crucifixes keep the places 
Of Syntax, and Orthography, and Caſes ; 
Where Paſſion o'er Philoſophy holds rule, 
To fire the features, and expoſe the fool ?— 
1 pity him, be my ſoul, 1 do, RD 
As much as e'er my Lady did her Sow,* 


* My Lady's favourite Sow died of a very tedious dry griper, and waF 
buried at Botleys, Sir Joſeph wrote the Epitaph which is now on her 
bead ſione, 
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BRANDLING, 


As for your writing, Sir Joſeph, I don't care a knock of 
a hammer, 

Becauſe, as how, I never confults Dictionaries or Louth' $ 
Grammar : 

And ſo I writes, and ſpeaks, and ſpells all from Natur, 
as tis ſeen, ä 

Juſt as if Dictionaries and Lonth's Grammar had never 
been; © 

And as I knows that you are intolerahle clever, 

When they hurt you, my Friend, it will be long come 
zever.' | | 


Mn. Epriton, 

1 have been at the trouble of wiſtting Botleys, in order to 
get a copy of Sir Joſeph's famous Epitaph upon Lady 
Maw bey's favourite Sow ; and when I had finiſhed this 
Buftneſs, 1 defired to fee Sir Joſeph's manſion, aud was 
Favoured with admittance : the firfl book that preſented 
itſelf was Sir Joſeph's Album, in which I found a cri- 
tical Epitaph by Mr. Brandling, «pon Sir Joſeph's, on 
the Sow, directed to be cut in capitals under Sir Joſeph's, 
upon the Sow's head-ſtone. 7 ſend you the two to be 
publiſhed together, as a pair of Epitaphical Spectacles. 
1 muff not omit to tell you, that when Mr. Brandling had 
finiſhed bis Epitaph, he left the following * as the bot- 

tom. 


F 


tom : „ N. B. I think I have Kung ring d Sir Joſeph 
9 this ſubject. 


SIR JOSEPH's EPITAPH: 


Hic jacet carus Porca mei carus Domina Manwbey, O;. 


24th September, 1788. 


Here lies a martyr to the aerid gripes, 
That rag'd, for days, like fures, in her tripes; 
Full many a bcave ſhe. gave, and diſmal ſqueak,. 
Poor Sow, as if her pretty heart wou'd break! 
No went ſhe found, from laſt unto the firſt, 


| She curd her tail, and;fretch'd herſelf, and bur 
So haye I ſeen a bottle of new cyder, 


The cork wwir'd down, juſt like an act with Rider, 
Work 70 and Fro from bottom to the top, 
From fide to fide, and never make a flop ! 
Never, no never, till the bottle's ſides 

Give way, and out the cyder comes in tides ! 
Here lies a Sow that never had a marrow, *: 
In beauty, and the number of her farrow; 
Methinks I ſee her proſtrate in her ſtye, 
Her pig-wigs ſucking, pretty family. 

Their little tails, nice things for Mad to keep, 
And tickle Parſons as they lie aſleep ! * 


* Marrow, a word Sir Joſeph picked up. from Mr. Brandling, te 
ſignify an equal, 
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Her paps fo lovely round and very red, 

They look like 4077s juſt come up to a head ; 
Her fy-fap * ears, in ſpite of proverb ol, 
Might make „ parſer, and be dearly ſold / 
No Paris /ol needs ſhe, nor Paris pinie, 

They /ave her face, be't ſun, or rain, or dexwy / 
The /piral awire betwiſted in her noſe, 

From /outhern i/jes her high attrafiou ſhows ; 
Alas, alas! I fee her bowels riſe, 

Tow'rds heav'n, courting fiery facrifice ! 
Prepare a pile, the pile, my ſervants, ffraco be, 
To immolate this Sow of Lady Mawdbey ; 
Behold a 3acos cloud in pomp aſcend, 

So /aw*ry, every god mf? be her friend £ 
So ſavoury, no raſber can compare, 

Hot from the coals, and brought into the air; 
And far more grate ful to th' :mmertal whole, 
Than clouds of fragrance from the cenfer roll: 
A long farewell! to weep, the taſk. be mine, 
Thy 4zr/icx fate, thou paragon of Swing ! 


* Fly-flap. The.e is no (ach. thing as keeping Sir Joſeph out of a 
Sulcher's Caps 


Mya. 


En 
Ma. BRANDLING's EPITAPH. 


* Hick jacket carry us Porkay me eye carry us Dominay 
Mawbey, Hob. 24 Sept. 1788. 


WELL then, let me die if I ever did hear until now, 
Such a devil of a piece of work about a Soto; 
To be ſure, there is a deal of noiſe about Johnny 
| Martin's Pig, | 
Becauſe as how, Sir Joſeph, it vas a little one not very 
37g, 
And becauſe they made a W about it, and ſet it to a 
Jige . 
And then there is Lord Edgecumbe's pig, I that goes to 
watering places with his Lordſhip, 
And waters in the middle of all the ladies, which is thou gt 
a har Aſbip, 
And rides in his Lordſhip's coach · for all the world lite 
a meſſit, | 
And looks out of the window ſo zatterall that you would: 
ſay God bhleſs it: | 8 8 
To ride in a coach, and go to a auatering - place too, 
Is only out of pride, my friend, to be a imitating of .. 


I 


* Sir Joſeph's Latin Mr. Brandling has adopted in preference to bis 


on. b 
+ Lord Edyecumbe carried his pig to Tunbridge Wells, 
3. Malt, a Northumberland term for a lap- dog. 
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And then there is the learned pig, that /pells like any 
devil; 

And fo, I ſuppoſes, the Morning Herald will to him be 
very civil. 

Well; Sir Joſeph, this Sow of my Lady's, for truth's 
truth, was a moſt pritty creater ; 

And for a Sow, Sir Joſepb, I believe as how no Sow was 
ever neater : 

The &ry gripes, my friend, is a moſt deadly kind of Fa; 

For 7 had the other gripes but lately, and I was Griev'd 

bad enough ; 

And pity. it was, Sir Joſeph, this Sow ſhould come to 
ſuch a death, 

And that her guts ſhould come out of her, Sir Joſeph, 
inſtead of her breath. 

In one partictleber we differs more than common wider, 

Becauſe I cannot ſee as how the Sow's guts are.like a 
bottle of cyaer : 

But -if her guts had no vent, and work'd and could not 
dung, 

Why did not yox, Sir Joſeph, ſtoop down. and eaſe the 
poor creature's bung ? 

Her iry tail ſhe curl'd up like a ſnake, 

And Bared the place for your advantage fake : 

To ſee how /enfible all theſe dumb creatures are! 

*T was you, Sir Joſeph, that wanted noaw/e in that affair : 


Natur 


( 155 J 


Natur is very perverſe to make theſe dumb things ſo auiſe, 
When «ve, who can /peak, cannot underſtand them with 
OUT eyes : 


As for her pigs /ite tails, from all I can draw, 
They fartinly will tickle a parſon's rump better nor a bar- 


ley flraww. 

This Mab, you talks of, is; mayhap, ſome: outlandijh 
queen, 

And a very pretty bu/ineſs you have found for her as ever 

was ſeen ! 

But if you wow'd take a club, Sir Jalopd, and give your * 
parſons a good banging, . 

It won'd do better nor a pig, tail to tickle them from a 
Tyburn hanging: | 

If you wou'd but p'ay Old Goofeberry with thoſe heretic 
dogs, 


It wou'd be better for you then, like a prodigal, to be a 


keeping of hogs; | 

But 1 believes you had better leave them to themſelves - 
as well, 

For nobody nor they, Sir Joſeph, can go a nearer way to 
Hett: - 

As for the Sow's page, and lugs, and wire, as one may 
ſay, 


They are all as Natur made them in her own e . 
ways. | 


* Tyburn- hangiig—a fling at cur Clergy through Dr. Dodd's Ghoſt. 
H 6. But. 


( 256 J 
But how is all this, Sir Joſeph, about, Lord bleſs us! a 
cloud of bacon ? 


As fure as ever I'm alive you Surnt the ſow; or elſe I 
am miſtaken : | 
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=_ Yes,. yes, Sir Joſeph, I ſpies you out, in ſpite of all 
by | your ſmothers, 

25 You burnt the Sow for fear the gripes fhould get among 
If the others : 


Then how could you be ſuch a bold face, as to put up 
this head-/one, 

And write an Epitaph upon the Sow when he was burnt 
and gone? | 

Now, Sir Joſeph, let me give you a bit of advice, 

It ſhall be a raſber in that avay, and very nice: 

If your aeſrils prefer a naſty ſtinking cloud of bacon, 

To clouds of fragrance from the cen/er ſhaken, 

From the facred cen/er by the holy pricft, 

You will be reckon'd no more better than one of my 
beef, 

You will be cirs'd and damn'd with book, with candle, 
and with Sell, 


Becauſe no mortal man before had ever ſuch a heretic 


nell. 


7 
8 _ 
3» 
* ? 
, 

0 „ * 
pl 
1 

4 


ODE 


Wi 


ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR. 


* January, 17898 


M.. Warton's Ode on the eapected Refloration of his 
MajesTY's health being unhappily rendered unfit for 
New: Year's-day, and the Laurcat being otherwiſe to- 
tally unprovided, a Brother Bard pitying his misfortune, 
wiſhes to ſubſtitute the following : 


9 DD: 


FAINT and more faint with glimmering light, 
The Sun of Brunſwick ſinks to-night ;. 

From this fair morn another Sun. 

Its Royal courſe begins to run; 

Another claims the venal lay 


To thee we bend, O Pitt! and hail thy riſing ray. 


E'en now, if aught the gifted' Muſe 
Can pry into prophetic truth, 
E'en now in thee, ambitious Youth,. 
A ſecond Phaeton ſhe views, 

Eager to ſnatch the reins, and whirl the car; 
dhe ſees thee o'er the people's head 
Intolerable radiance ſhed; 
Portending with a baleful blaze 

To nations, trembling as they gaze, 

Diſcord, and kindred blood, and rude inteſtine war. 
But 
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But ſtay thy courſe · and turn thine eyes, 
Where ſtruck by Heav'n's ſtrong hand thy Maſter lies: 
See Reaſon from her royal manſion fled---- | 
And what return of kindneſs, ſay, 
To him thy debt of gratitude can pay, 
Whoſe boſom warm'd thee, and whoſe bounty fed ? 
Remember what for thee, the Sire has done, 
Then wreſt with ruffian hand the birthright from his Son 


A breaſt like thine, ſo calm, ſo cool, 
So propt with pride, ſo fix'd to rule, 
Should childiſh pity move? 
As well, thy firmneſs: to betray, 
Incautious Candour there might ſway, 
Or a fond female's love. 
Thy ſterner virtues, -to one daring end, 
Still let cold Prudence. guide, and crooked Craft defend. 


Theſe taught thee when thy Maſter's throne 
In full meridian ſplendor ſlione, 
When all,, to barefac'd pow'r̃ · denied, 
By lawleſs Influence was ſupplied 
To {well Prerogative's uſurping ſway; 
Theſe taught thee · to that Throne to bend, 
Profeſs'd its champion and its friend; 
Exulting in thy Monarch's choice 
Taught thee to mock the people's voice; 
And thunder Sovereign right, the. dogma of the day. 


Theſe 


„ 


Theſe teach thee now to cringe for pow'r, 
With doctrines faſhion'd to the varying hour?“ 
Loud to proclaim, as ſtedfaſt to deſpiſe, 
The People's right---Theſe-wilkconceal 
Beneath the Patriot's cloak the Traitor's ſteel. 
Theſe, while ungraſp'd the Royal Sceptre lies, 
Shorn of its ſtrength, . and at thy feet laid low, 
Now lift th* aſſaſſin arm, now atm the coward. blow. 


O could I catch a Waller's-lays, 
Could I in correſpondent praiſe. 
Another Cromwell fing--- 
What ſacred titles ſhould'tt thou bear, 
Protector, Emperor, Sultan, Czar, . 
| Thy Prince's Sovereign King! 
Him let his People's loyal wifhes own, 
But from his temple's torn; be Thine his Father's- 
Crown ! 


Mine be the boaſt, at leaſt, to thee, 

That firſt I bow the ſupple knee, 

Firſt turn me from the real God, 

To hail a ſubſtituted'idol clod :--- 
And hymning with bought praiſe thy pow'r divine, 
Heap the firſt incenſe on thy virgin fluine ! 


DPIA- 


— i om | 
. B 8 my 
„ . *. y Vs. 7? 
4 FP \ 
* 


* 225 * bs 7 
. es Gat ome 
; _— » "ud 7 
= 


2 
1 —— — 4 
— 


K* 
" 


wy 
tak; 


PR . 
1 2, 2 N =—_ 
« 5 - s * * 4 
** 


Ti 7 + 
RIA _ 


160 } 


DIALOGUE. 
STREPHON.. 


CANST thou behold thoſe violets 
Inſenfibly, my fair, 
Die on that bed, and all their fweets,. 
Evaporate in air? 
LAURA. 
Where would you have them die * 


STREPHON. 


O! there, 
My Laura, I defire, 
There let them ſpend their ſweetneſs---where 
I could myſelf expire. | 


TO A LADY, 
@N HER SENDING ME A WHITE COCKADE ON HT 
MARRIAGE. 


BY THE SAME, 
Madam, 


War pleaſed that my behaviour 


Could merit a firſt bridal favour, 
Theſe lincs of gratitude I ſend, | 
Of thauks expreſſive, and thy friend. 


A bache- 


{ 162 J 
A bachelor, without pretence 
To matrimonial eloquence, 
In words unſkill'd, I've few of thoſe, 
So thank in verſe for want of proſe. 

Stuck in my hat, your white cockade 

Exalts itſelf in high parade; 

So favour'd, Iam proud to own it, 

To my whole regiment have I ſhown it. 
Such honour *tis, that makes a ſoldier 
Greater, and infinitely bolder, 

Tho? five feet nothing—lI appear 

To my huge ſelf a grenadier : 

I'm ſure—I'm every where much ſtronger, 
Much ſtouter, briſker, broader, longer ; 
Beſides improvements in my air, 

So ſmirking, ſmart, and debonair, 

That in the glaſs, when fet to view, 

I wiſh that I were married too. 

Your ribbon has not only brought 
Charms to my perſon, but my thought ; 
For when I repreſent you wrapt in 
The bands of love with that fame captain, 
I think—but mind, 'tis all between us 
In ecſtacy of Mars and Venus 

Happy, tarice and thrice again, 
Happieſt he of happy men ! 


Happy, nine times happy bride, 
To ſuch felicity allied! 


May. 


162 J 


May this reciprocal election 

Endure in kindneſs and affection! 
May all your ſtars propitious prove, 
To faith, to conſtancy, and love! 
From friendſhip may he ne'er depart, . 
But wear your favours next his heart ;. 
Till mutual tenderneſs enſures 

His longeſt favours nearet—your's.. 


ON A. GENTLEMAN. WHO MARRIED HIS MISTRESS> 


BY THE SAME. 


Gon's .nobleſt works are honeſt men, 
' Says Pope's inſtructive line; 
Ta make an honeſt woman then, 

Moſt ſurely is divine. 


T.O A. YOUNG LADY.. 


| BY THE SAME. . 


Aras, poor Roſalind! whate'er 
Thy beauty has preſum'd; 

For all thy charms of grace and air, 
Ta poverty thou'rt doom'd, . 


For 


T% S 
l 163 J 


For has not the fure book of Fate 
This ſacred mandate given ! 
„No rich man e'er ſhall penetrate 


« The ſanctu'ry of Heaven.“ 


ON A LADY 


WRO' SPRINKLED- FLOUR UPON HER: BOSOM TO MAKE: 
IT APPEAR WHITE. 


BY THE SAME.. 


Fix p on the flour, ſtill let me gaze, 
That's ſpread above my Chloe's ſtays: 
Enchanting viſion! where the roſe 
Beneath the aſpiring lily blows. 

Thus Etna's top's congeal'd with ſnow, 
Whilſt lower prominences glow ; 

And thus the candied twelfth-cake's ſeen, 
Froſted without, pure fpice within. 

O'er her provoking breaſt, the fight | 
Of ſuch defirable white, j 
To keenneſs whets my appetite. 5 
Sweet flour, I ſigh, all flowers excelling, 

But more for eating than for ſmelling, 

In looks, ſmiles, glances, ſome delight, 

Here more ſubſtantial charms uaite ;. 
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Theſe make a lover's mouth to water, 
With real hunger to get at her; 

And if the ſqueamiſh nymph prove coy, 
Shel in a double ſenſe deſtroy. 

If then # guinea—tempting vail ! 
Could e'er a cook maid's heart aſſail, 
Liſten, kind Suſan, to my praxy'r, 

And aid my paſſion for the fair. 

Soon as thy miſtreſs ſha!l undrefs, 
Fail not this flour to poſſeſs ; 
Seize inſtantly the ſerap'd- off prize, 
A ready ſtore for future pies ; 
From whence thy ſkill may raiſe a paſte 
Of kifling-cruſt juſt to my taſte : 
Or if to dumpling more incline 
Thy genius ; dumpling, food divine ! 
Ceaſe not to work it out and in A 
With thy convivial rolling-pin. 

Now let me view it in the pot, 
Next on the table piping hot ; 
And whilſt—ye gods !—I ſtuff and cram, 
Think what a lucky dog I am; 
Think on what dumplings J have ſeen, 
Then bleſs my ſtars and eat again. 
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PARODY. SAPPHIE 
BY THE SAMET 


Happy the man devoid of grief, 
Free from all pangs profane or holy, 
Content to find a ſure relief 
From melancholy. 


Whoſe ſoul, with Burgundy and love, 
Bleſt harmony! diſpels all care; 
Whole temper ſways him ſtill to rove . 
From fair to fair, 


Bleſt! Who can purchaſe with his purſe, 
To ſport in pleature's life away : 
Can bleſs the happy night, and curſe 
The coming day. 


Can, if the lovely nymph comply, 
In kind endeavours act victorious ; 
But if ſhe jilt, will never figh 
Inglorious. 


Thus Ic me live, by Czlia's charms, 
And, in ſoft raptures, when I die, 
Tell thi whole world that in her arins 
Inclos'd I lie. 


ON 


L wb ) 


ON THE-MARRIAGE OF A HANDSOME YOUNG COUPLE. 


BY THE SAME. 


OF dain Adonis, Bards have told, 
Sworn Venus old now grown is ; 

How falſe the tale, for here behold, 
Young Venus and Adonis. 


TO A LADY, WITH A PRESENT OF A FAN, 


BY THE SAME. 


SMILING, ſweet girl, this proffer*d toy approve, 
Cool tho! its uſe, the gift of warmeſt love. 

Preſt by thy genial hand, behold it ſpread, 
In pride expanſive, its elaſtic head; 
{For thy dear fingers ſenſitive carefs, 
Inftant can raiſe it, inſtantly depreſs ;) 
Then, betwixt poliſh'd ſhafts of equal ſize, 
From the round-ſwelling center ſtately riſe ; 
Till, in full luſtre, all its beauties play, 
Like roſc-buds opening to the vernal ray: 
For to the circulating orb below, * 
Solely its captivating powers we o -e; 

Powers, 
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Powers, which to pleaſure every joint conſtrain, 

Till to its ſhape relax it ſlirinks again. 

Its winning graces and ſeducing air, 

Engage the wiſe, and prepoſſeſs the fair; 

Ev'n virgin modeſty, exempt from harms, 

May oft employ its igoffenſive charms z 

For of its uſe no mark it leaves, no ſtain, 

Can from ſo pure an effluence remain. 

For where's that lynx's piercing eye can trace 

The track of eagles through th' zthereal ſpace ? 

The ſerpent's devious maze along the plain? 

Ship's paths—or winds that ventilate the main? 
The brunette widow too may find relief 

From this, to mitigate her ardent grief, 

May to her wiſh this pliant engine frame, 

To cool her paſſions, or to fan their flame. 


BY THE SAME, 


CUPID of old, as fables ſhow, 
Had only one ſtring to his bow, 
With which his ſhafts could ſhoot ye ; 
But when Emilia ſpeaks and ſmiles, 
With two ſhe bends his bow, and kills 
With wit as well as beauty, 
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ORIGINAL EPIGRA MS. 


Do you, faid Fanny, t'other day, 

In earneſt love me as you ſay ?_ 

Or are thoſe tender words applied 

Alike to fifty girls beſide ? 

Dear, cruel girl, cried I, forbear ; 

For by thoſe eyes—thoſe lips—I ſwear—— 
—— She ſtopp'd me as the oath I took, 

And cried, you've ſworn—now kiſs the book. 


ON MAY MORNING, 1787. 
| TO PARTHENIA. 


Tat early dawn, the harbinger of light, 
Removes the ſable veil of peaceful night ; 
The glowing horizon in bright array 
Reflects the ſplendors of approaching day; 
Majeſtic mountains meet Apollo's rays, 
Whoſe lofty ſummits in effulgence blaze ; 
Reviving foreſts ſhed a pleaſing green, 
And ſpangled plains enlarge th' enchanting ſcene. 
Now anxious ſwains, who early hail the ſkies, 
Exulting view their omens with ſurprize, 
And taught by ſure experience gladly ſing, 
The bappy promile oi a glorious ſpring : 

3 White 


1 00 
While youthful maidens celebrate the day 
With garlands ſacred to the gentle May, 
In ſportive meaſures o'er the pearly dew, 
Tracing the mazes which fond youths purſue ; 
Not with my livelier hope their breaſts can heave, 
Not ſuch the pleaſure which their proſpects give 
*Tis mine to view with awe a nobler dawn; 
The faireſt ſcene by nature's pencil drawn, 
Where genuine innocence, artleſs eaſe, 
And native elegance unite to pleaſe ; 
Where all the graces join'd your form pourtray, 
And Dian's movements every grace diſplay : 
Not thus majeſtic great Saturnia ſhone, 
Deck'd in the radiance of Cytheria's zone, 
Whoſe powerful aid could raiſe ſo bright a flame, 
And add ſuch luſtre to the poet's fame. 
Minerva's foſt ring care your charms combine, 
With all the virtues that adorn her ſhrine; 
Thus mental gifts by Wiſdom moſt defir'd, 
Adorn the mien by Fancy moſt admir'd : 
Still may their aid your rifing years improve, 
Command my praiſes, and command my love. 


Vo Lo II. 1 SONG, 
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Sd o N G, 


TRANSLATED FROM THE GREEK,* 


BY JOHN BAYNES, ESQ. 


Qrare with me the purple wine, 
And in youthful pleaſure join ; 
With me love the blooming fair, 
Crown with me thy flowing hair; 
When ſweet madneſs fires my ſou], 
Thou ſhalt rave without controul ; 
When I'm ſober, fink with me 
Into dull ſobriety. 


Sd O NG, 
TRANSLATED FROM PHOENIX OF COLOPHON, 


BY THE SAME. 


VE + who to ſorrow's tender tale 
With pity lend an ear, 

A tribute to Corone ; bring, 
Apollo's favourite care. 


* See Athenæus. 

+ There were among the Greeks, as there are with us, blind men, 
who begged from door to door ſinging. This is one of their ſongs pre- 
ſerved by Athenzus, 

+ The fiager uſed to earry a Raven on his hand, which he called 
Cerone, (the Greek name for that bird) and for which he affected to beg. 

Or 


„ 


Or barley-ſheaf, or ſalt, or bread, 
Corone ſhall receive, 

Or clothes or wheat hat every one 
May belt afford to give. 

Who now bring ſalt, ſome future time 
Will honey-combs prepare ; 

For moſt Corone's taſte delights 
Such humble, homely fare. 

Ye ſervants, open wide the door— 
But hark! — the wealthy lord 

Has heard his daughter brings the ſruit 
To grace Corone's board. 

Ye gods! let ſuitors come from far, 
To win the lovely. maid ; 

And may ſhe gain a wealthy youth 
With every grace array'd! 

Soon may ſhe give an infant ſon 
To bleſs her father's arms, 

And place upon her mother's knee 
A daughter full of charms ! 

O may ſhe live to ſee her ſon 
With every honour crown'd ! 

Her daughter, beauty's faireſt flower, 
Belov'd by all around! 

While I, where'er my footſteps guide 
My darken'd eyes along, 

Cheer thoſe who give, and who refuſe, 
\With—all I have=a ſong. 
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OD E 
FROM THE GREEK OF CALLISTRATUS. 
TRANSLATED BY THE SAME. 


IN myrtle leaves ll wear my ſword, 

As did Harmodius and his friend ſo true, 

What time the tyrant king they flew, 

And Freedom to her ſeat reſtor'd. 
Thou, lov'd Harmodius, art not dead ; 
Thou to the happy Iſles art fled, 
Where Peleus' fon, as poets tell, 
And matchleſs Diomedes dwell. 

With myrtle leaves my {word array, 
Like dear Harmodius and his friend ſo true, 
What time the tyrant king they flew, 

Upon Minerva's feſtal day. 

Bleſs'd youths ! with endleſs glory crown'd, 
The world your praiſes ſhall reſound, 
Becauſe the tyrant king ye flew, 

And Athens? freedom gain'd by you. 


SONG, 


S8 0 N 


TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH OF MARY, QUEEN 
OF SCOTS., 


BY THE SAMEs« 


AH! pleaſant land of France, farewel ! 
My country dear, 
Where many a year 
Of infant youth I lov'd to dwell ! 
Farewel for ever, happy days ! 
The ſhip which parts our loves conveys | 
But half of me—One half behind 
T leave with thee, dear France, to prove 
A token of our endleſs love, 
And bring the other to thy mind, 


KING's BENCH PRACTICE, 


CHAP, 10. 


OF JUSTIFYING BAIL, 


(Now FIRST PRINTED.) 
BY THE SAME, 
Baldwin, 


 HewiTT, call Taylor's bail—for l 
Shall now proceed to juſtiſy. 


1 3 Heavitt. 


EF 9s Þ 


Hewitt, Where's Taylor's bail ? 

1/f Bail. I can't get in, 

Hewitt, Make way. 

Tord Man feld. For Heaven's ſake begin. 

Hewitt, But where's the other? 

24 Bail. Here I ſtand. 

Mingay. I muſt except to both—Command 
Silence —and if your Lordſhips crave it, 
Auſten ſhall read our affidavit. 

Auften.- Will Priddle, late of Fleet-ſtreet, gent. 
Makes oath and ſaith, That late he went 
To Duke's-place, as he was directed 
By notice, and he there expected 
To find both bail—but none could tell 
Where the firſt bail liv'd.— 

Mingay. Very well. 

Auſten. And this deponent farther ſays, 
That, aſking who the ſecond was, 

He found he'd bankrupt beer, and yet 

Had ne'er obtain'd certificate. 

When to his houſe deponent went, 

He full four ſtories high was ſent, 

And found a lodging almoſt bare, 

No furniture, but half a chair, 

A table, bedſtead, broken fiddle, 

And a bureau. (Signed) William Priddle, 

Sworn at my chamber, Francis Buller. 
Mingay. No afhdavit cau be fuller, 


1 


Vell, Friend, you've heard this 3 
What do you ſay? 
2d Bail, Sir, by your leave, it 
Is all a lie. 
Mingay. Sir, have a care. 
What 1s your trade ? 
24 Bail. A ſcavenger. 
Ming ay. And pray, Sir, were you never found 
Bankrupt ? 
24 Bail, I'm worth a thouſand pound, 
Mingay. A thouſand pound, friend | Boldiy aid. 
In what conſiſting? 
2d Bail. Stock in trade. 
Mingay, And pray, friend, tell me do you know 
What ſum you're bail for? 
2d Bail. Truly no. 
Minzay. My Lords, you hear—no oaths have check'd 
him: 
J hope your Lordſhips will 
Milles. Reject him. 
Ming ay. Well, friend, now tell me where you dwell ? 
% Bail, Sir, I have liv'd in Clerkenwell 
Theſe ten years, 
Mingay. Half-a-guinea dead. (A/ide.) 
My Lords, if you've the notice read, 
It ſays Dates place. So I deſire 
A little farther time t'inquire. 


I 4 Ba lawn . 


1 7 |] 
Baldwin. Why, Mr. Mingay, all this vapour? 
II 7!les. Take till to-morrow. 
Lord Mansfield, Call the paper. 


LINES WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM, 
AT COSSEY-HALL, NORFOLK, 


EY MR, JERNINGHAM. 

: | I, 
Trov to whoſe ſacred page the parting gueſt 
Confides the workings of his grateful breaſt, 
With awful pleaſure o'er thy form I bend, 
My gift to bring, as brother, gueſt, and friend. 
Farewel, ye ſhades ! (ah, not to Fame unknown) 
Where Elegance has rais'd her attic throne ; 
Whoſe beauties, to the pure of taſte addreſs'd, 
Ia Nature's charms munificently dreſs'd; 
Whole ſoft humanity, with grace combin'd, 
Diſplay the emblem of the maſter's mind; 
Farewel !—Say, ſhall I not regret the bow'r 
Where ſocial intercourſe endear'd the hour; 
Where ſhe, whoſe footſteps bleſs this ſylvan ſcat, 
The pride and miſtreſs of this calm retreat, 


* The ALBUM is a book, in the blank leaves of which every viſt- 
tor wiites ſomething. 


Her 


1 77 1 
Her foul illum'd with Wiſdom's piercing beam, 
Sheds o'er the converſe her enlight'ning gleam *? 
By native taſte, that ſure directreſs, led, 
She ſtores her talents at the fountain-head. 
So the bright ſunflow'r, on the cultur'd plain, 
Aſpires impatient o'er her fiſter train, 
Unfolds her boſom at the dawn of day, 
To catch the radiance of the ſolar ray. 


| | WM 


Le ſcenes o'er which ] caſt a ling'ring view, 
O'er which affection breathes a warm adieu, 
That hour I now recal with pleaſing pain, 
Which gave your beauties to my wiſh again 
Yet then, as I approach'd your ſmiling ſhore, 
Prompt expectation gladly flew before : 
Wing'd with gay hopes, as nearer ſtill I drew, 
Hills, plains, and woods, aſſum'd a brighter hue : 
Soft-wreath'd in lilac veſtment, laughing May 
With willing aſpect met me on the way : 
The various vale with eager ſteps I preſs'd, 
Praiſe on my tongue, and tranſport in my breaſt : 
O' er each lov'd ſpot I ſent a fond ſurvey, 
Where in the mora of life I wont to ſtray ; 
The winding walks, by memory endear'd, 
Where with the growing plants my youth was rear'd ; 
Embow'ring ſhades, in whoſe deep gloom immers'd, 
Reflection fed me, and the muſes nurs'd, 
| 1 And 


8 1 
And ſkreening from my view Ambition's ſky, 
Pour'd other viſions on my raptur'd eye. 


1 


Ves, Album, ere the willing taſk I leave, 
Warm from the heart theſe cloſing lines receive. 
*Twas at the hour to contemplation due, 
When evening meekly from the world withdrew, 
Beneath an aged oak, in penſive mood, 
I, Sorrow's ſolitary captive,- ſtood ; 
When, from the rifted trunk's obſcure receſs, 
A voice breath'd forth, in accents of diſtreſs, 
„Where! where is ſhe ! of mild and rev'rend mien, 
Once the lov'd miſtreſs of this ſylvan ſcene?“ 
« Fall n—tal''n—talPn—fall'n"—a diſtant voice replied, 
The branches ſhook, as if to ſenſe allied: 
While Terror flung his ſtrong enchantment round, 
And evening hurried into night profound ! 

Now fond remembrance turns a willing fight, 
To dwell on gayer ſcenes of paſt delight, 
Pleas'd to behold her, midſt the poliſh'd train, 
With grace, with dignity, her part ſuſtain, 
To mild feſtivity by nature prone, 
With inbred wit peculiarly her own, 
Prompt ev'ry ſportive incident to ſeize, 
Diffuſing pleaſure with a careleſs eaſe : 
Of pow'r to charm invincibly poſleis'd, 
Unfelt ſhe glided into ev'ry breaſt, 

There 


Wor 


There are, who, fram'd with an enlighten'd taſte, 
High on the critic form by judgment plac'd, 
Who (marking well her ſenſe with ſtrength combin'd, 
The ſeintillations of her playful mind, 
An aptitude that never loſt its aim) | 
With brilliant Sevigne inwreath her name. | 
To diſcontent, the vice of age, unknown, 
Her cheerfulneſs maintain'd its envied throne. 
The gay, the old, the learned, and the young, | 
And they whoſe heart pure elegance had ſtrung, | 
By the ſoft power of her enchantment won, | 


Would oft the glare of throng'd aſſemblies ſnun, | 
To court her ready wit's enliv'ning beam, ; 


And baſk beneath its undulating gleam. | 
Yet oft from theſe unnotic'd would ſhe ſteal, i 
To ſoothe the bed-rid {tretch'd on Torture's wheel, 
To ſmooth the furrow on Misfortune's brow, | 
To warm the timid, and exalt the low, | 
With lenient hand adminiſter relief, | 
And clole the bleeding artery of grief. 
Ah, ever dear! ah, venerable ſhade ! 
Indulge this honour by Affection paid. 
Enthron'd in bliſs, ah! yet forbear to ſhun 
This holy tribute from a zealous ſon. 
*T was mine, attendant on thy evening ray, 
To watch the ſun-ſet of thy blameleſs day; 
To lee thee weary of th' unequal ſtrife, 
Shed the faint glimm'rings of exhauſted life, 
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And heavenly moraliſt, ſublimely great ! 
At the dread opening of thy future ſtate, 
Teach by example, to thy lateſt breath, 

Meekneſs in pain, and fortitude in death. 


OGCCASIONAL O D E, 


PERFORMED AT THE CATCH-CLUB. 


WIN beauty's ſoul- attracting charms 
Shall ceaſe to kindle fond alarms; 
When at the feſtive board, diſguis'd 
Like prudence, cold reſerve ſhall fit, 
And caution's moral law be priz'd 
Far, far above the burſts of wit. 
When manners thus deprav'd we ſee, 
Farewel, ſweet harmony, to thee ! 
But while the ſwift electric flame 
Of beauty darts thro' all the frame ; 
While Britain's darhng, Britain's pride, 
Whoſe breaſt with ev'ry grace is ſtor'd, 
Shall deign, in courteous mood, to guide 
The pleaſures of our ſocial board ; 
Wile thus we frolic frank and free, 
All hail, tweet Harmony, to thee ! 


VERSES 


1 


VERSES LEFT AT THE WHITE LION, CALAIS, 


SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY MRS. PIOZZL., 


OveR mountains, rivers, vallies, 

Here are we return'd to Calais, 

After all their taunts and malice, 
Entering ſafe the gates of Calais. 

While confin'd, our Captain dallies, 
Waiting for a wind at Calais. 

Wand'ring muſe, prepare ſome ſallies, 
To diyert the hours at Calais. 

Turkiſh ſhips, Venetian gallies, 

Have we ſeen ſince laſt at Calais; 

But though Hogarth, rogue who rallies, 
Ridicules the French at Calais, 

We who've walk'd o'er many a palace, 
Well content return to Calais ; 

For ſtriking honeſty the tallies, 

There's little choice *twixt them and Calais, 


ITS COMPANION AT THE SHIP INN, DOVER, 


APPARENTLY BY THE SAME HAND, 


HE whom fair winds have wafted over, 


Firſt hails his native land at Dover, 
And 
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And doubts not but he thall diſcover 
Pleaſure in ev ery path round Dover; 
Envies the happy crows that hover 
About old Shakeſpeare's Cliff at Dover, 
Nor once reflects that each young rover 
Feels juſt the ſame, return'd to Dover; 
Hoping, though poor, to live in clover, 
Once ſafely paſs'd the Straits of Dover: 
But he alone his country's lover, 

Who, abſent long, comes home to Dover, 
And can, by fair experience, prove her 
The beſt he has ſeen ſince laſt at Dover, 


THE BRITISH PHOENIX. 


TO THE HONOURABLE MRS. DAMER, 


UPON SEEING THE HEADS OF THE THAMES AND 1618, 
DONE BY HER ON THE KEY STONES OF THE CENTRE 


ARCH OF HENLEY BRIDGE. 


"Ts faid one Phcenix, and but one, appears 
Within a circle of five hundred years : 

Far in Arabia's wilds the Bird, confin'd, 

But for its aſhes, might have ſcap'd mankind, 
Nature of ſuch a partial boon aſham'd, 

For other climes this rarity has fram'd. 

Our Phcenix, now in Sculptor's form we trace — 


May Thames and Iſis grateful own her face. 


For 


1 


For long as Ifis ſhall with ambient wave 

The claſſic walls of fair Oxonia lave; 

Long as together both, in ampler tide, 

Shall add freſh glories to Auguſta's pride, 

And on expanded boſom waft from far, 

The fruits of Commerce, or the ſpoils of War; 

So long, to late poſterity's ſurvey, 

Shall Henley's Arch the feather'd pair diſplay, 
Tranſmitting thus the lovely ſculptor's powers, 
Who caught this art from Greece, and fix'd it. ours !. 


FORTELYTL 


WHILE with ſwains and nymphs at play, 
The fair, who gueſt amiſs, 


By joint conſent, was doom'd to pay 
The forfeit of a kiſs. 


Laura was out—my conſcious mind. 
Could ſcarce its bliſs believe, 

To hear my happy ſelf deſign'd 
Her forfeit to receive. 


Softly to her's my lips were laid, 
Then breathed a ſigh to part; 
No forfeit there I gain'd—but paid. 

The forfeit of my heart, 


THE 
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THE LOSS RESTORED, 
| ; AN EPIGRAM. 


FOR THE FASHIONABLE ADMIRERS OF A POPULAR 
nis TORIAN. 


WUN Fate had decreed, 
The world ſhould be freed 
From thoſe infidels Hume and Voltaire. 
The fiends all below, 
Except our arch foe, - 
At each other moſt griſly did ſtare.— 


“ ur int'reſt on earth, 
© One ſoul won't be worth, 
„When leave it ſuch / ae - ry tools.” 
Elated with pride 
| The old Anarch reply'd, 
& What a ſet of ſelf hood-wink*d fools 


For did you deſcry 
„With circumſpect eye, 
And clear judgment, the ſubject you're glib on, 
Like me you'd perceive, 
« The 1% you bereave, 
% Reftor'd million-fold in a Grzzox,” 


W, 8. 
1 


11 


EPIGR AM. 
GIBBON A CHRISTIAN. 


ENTHUSIATS, Lutherans, and Monks, 
Jews, Syndics, Calyiniſts, and Punks, 
G1BB0N an Atheiſt call: 
Whilſt he, unhurt, in placid mood, 
To prove himſelf a Chriſtian good, 
Kindly forgives them all, 


T'OTHER SLAP; OR, GIBBON A DEITY, 


AN EPIGRAM. 


No ſooner a Demon we GIBBON pronounce, 
Than a Deirty's act he begins; 

And deals out to all, in a well-timed bounce, 
Univerſal remiſſion of ſins. 

A Deity—highly diſtinguiſhed in ſooth, 

Who pardons, as ſinners, all tellers of truth, 


EPI AN 
ro THE MARQUIS IPPOLITO PINDEMONTE, AT 
| VERONA. 


BY WILLIAM PARSONS, ESQ. 


WHERE ſtately Venice views with conſcious pride 
Palladian ſtructures in her trembling tide, 


And 
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And bids with annually repeated vous 

The ſolemn Doge his green-hair'd bride efpoule ; 
As in old time the nuptial pomp was ſeen, 

Of Peleus and his filver-ſlipper'd Queen; 
There, fince the ſavage Turk o'erturn'd her fane, 
In the fair * Ifle that own'd her bliſsful reign, ' 
The Cyprian goddeſs all her power diſplays, 
And bids new vot'ries knee!, new altars blaze ; 
There, for a while her winning influence ſtole 
In gentle languors on my captive ſoul. | 
To Pleaſure's ev'ry haunt at eaſe convey'd, 

In the ſoft gondola ſupinely laid: 

No other cares could then my thoughts employ, 
But indolent to glide from joy to joy: 

In ſprightly converſe ſpeed the hours away 

At the throng'd Fair, + or the Caſs-ino gay: 
O'er the wide Theatre's half circle range, 
Tranſported with the fond purſuits of change; 
While in each box new charms mine eyes engage, 
Nor let them ever wander to the ſtage; 

Prolong at Beauty's fide, ſupremely bleſt, 

The blithe repaſt, *till Phoebus warn'd to reſt ; 
Lead through the mazy dance her nimble feet, 
Or preſs her wanton in the lone retreat ! 


* Cyprus, once belonging to the Venetians, 


+ A Fair, though no place of faſhionalle reſort in England, A 
Venice frequented by the beſt company. 
Mean 


at 


Mean while, enſeebled by theſe ſoft delights, 
No more each ſerious talk my ſoul invites: 
Bt nature's ſelf was blotted from my thought, 
With all the wondrous works the arts have wrought, 
Forgot each charm the rural proſpect yields, 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields.“ 
Forgot each darling object that from home 
Led my free ſteps through foreign lands to roam; 
The late found coin's time-conſecrated ruſt, 
The glowing canvas, and the breathing buſt ; 
Of architects renown'd, each chaſte deſign ; 
Th' Italian Muſe's rich poetic mine 
Ah! how unlike to thee, whom ſtill ſecure 
In Pleaſure's lap fair Science can allure : 
Nor more thy own Ulyſſes * could diſdain 
The cup Circean, or the Syren's ſtrain, , 
But ſudden, when I left th* enchanted iſles, 
And ſaw around the ſpring's returning ſmiles, 
(Unmaſk'd before the ſeaſon's gradual courſe) 
My wonted taſtes return'd with double force. 
Like one long toſt on the tempeſtuous main, 
Who joys to view his parent earth again; 
The green leaf ſhiv'ring in the balmy gale, 
The flowers that ſcent the dew-beſprinkled vale ! 
The vines in rich feſtoons ſo gaily hung, 
The tender blade, which ſeem'd that moment ſprung ; 


* Tn allufion to a Tragedy written by the Marquis on the ſubject of 
tue laſt book of Homer's Odyſſey. 


Rais'd 


3 


Rais'd in my ſoul ſuch tranſports and ſurpriſe, 

I thought * Elyſium opening to my eyes 
While theſe emotions Mem'ry loves to trace, 

She gives Verona a diſtingui{h'd place; 

Where ſtil] the vaſt Arena towers ſublime, 

Stupendous work, that mocks the rage of time ! 

Where foaming Adige with rapid force 

Thro' antique arches rolls his founding courſe ; 

Where Fancy, Science, Taſte, with thee reſide, 

With thee, whoſe friendſhip is my lot and pride! 

And + ſtill ſhe adds the gen'rous Albert's name, 

Meek nature's lover, with enthuſiaſt flame. 

Led up the hills by his attentive care, 

To view her ſcenes and breathe the morning air; 

While he unlock'd his learning's coptous ſtore, 

Whate'er we ſaw, his converſe charm'd me more, 

And lov'd Pagani, who, in tuneful lays, 

Has ſung ſo well the object of my praiſe, 

Fair Beatrice---Were mine his accents ſweet, 

Each Tuſcan echo ſhould that name repeat ! 

Illuſtrious city! may thy modern fame 

Rival the luſtre of thine ancient name: 


* At Venice there are neither fields nor gardens, ſo that the progreſs 
of the ſeaſons is quite imperceptible. 


+ The author could not avoid paying this ſmall tribute of eſteem to 
perſons, whote Kindneſs and agreeable converſation he muſt ever remem- 
ber with gratitude and delight, | 

For 
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For ſtill thy ſons the fav'ring muſe inſpires, 
And thy fair daughters ſhare her genial fires. 
Round female brows when living laurels twine, 
Broader they ſpread, and more reſplendent ſhine ; 
Exult---a Verza, a Moſconr's thine. 

Now ſever'd from thoſe ſeats of ſocial joy; 
The arts alone my muſing hours employ ; 
For now no more the blue-ey'd Pleaſures rove 
Arno's green banks, or Boboli, thy grove ! 
O'er the chang'd ſcene his baleful pinions ſpread, 
While the fierce Auſtrian eagle rears the head, 
Like tim'rous doves, his ravening beak they fly, 
To ſport and flutter in a kinder ſky ! 

Conſol'd by ſtudy, here I find repoſe, 
Each quiet day in even tenor flows ; 
And the fam'd Gallery, to my curious ſight, 
Preſents exhauſtleſs ſubjects of delight. 
Chief to the lov'd Tribuna's * ſacred ſeat, 
Full oft my rapt'rous viſits I repeat. 


The name of that room belonging to the Gallery in which the moſt 
valued pieces of painting and ſculpture are preſerved. What is gene- 
rally called Titian's Venus is here conſidered only as a beautiful woman, 
as ſhe has none of the uſual attendants of the Goddeſs. The Samian 
Maid is the Sibyl, and Raphael's Saint the St. John, The ſtatue of the 
Liftener is commonly known by the name of Arrotino, and ſuppoſed to 
repreſent the ſlave who firſt diſcovered Cataline's conſpiracy. It ſeems 


almoſt unneceſſary to add, that the Venus is the famous Venus of 
Medicis, 


4 Hence, 


L > 
Sm ae 


[ wo 1 
Hence, ye prophane, whom luſt of wealth or power 
Forbid to know one taſtefnl feeling hour! 
Hence boiſt'rous mirth, of manners coarſe and rude! 
Hence gloomy care, nor here your ſteps intrude ! | 
Thus undiſturb'd, whene'er I look around, 
Some matchleſs work on ev'ry fide is found, 
On the ſoft bed ſee Titian's Fair recline, 
Her naked charms that with full luſtre ſhine ; 
Her wanton eyes, that“ dart contagious fire,” 
Prompt the looſe wiſh, and lawleſs love inſpire, 
In tender Guido's ſofter ſtile expreſt, 
With heaven-fix'd eye, and arms that croſs her breaſt, 
The meek Madona's looks, devout and pure, 
To chaſter, livelier bliſs my hopes allure. 
« Rapt into future times,” the Samian Maid, 
By bold Guercino's powerful hand difplay*d, 
Tranſported the prophetic flame receives: 
How vain, if winds diſperſe thy faithful leaves ! 
A ſtronger inſpiration ſhines confeſt 
In Raphael's Saint, and fills his lab'ring breaſt ; 
In bloom of youth while he ſequeſter'd dwells 
Mid deſart wilds, rude rocks, and gloomy dells ; 
His wide-extended arm and ardent eye 
Proclaim his hallow'd miſſion from on high! 
Much more of Picture's toil adorn the walls, 
But Sculpture too my admiration calls. 
How each fierce wreſtler ſtrains his ſinewy frame, 
Exulting That, and This depreſs'd with ſhame ! 
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What fix'd attention in his face appears, 

Who unobſerv'd the dreadful project hears; 

And while dark plotting Treaſon ſpreads around, 

His work ſuſpends to drink the fearful ſound! 

As if from Tempe's vale by magic drawn, 

How full of mirth and glee the dancing Fawn! 

duch forms poetic eyes alone have ſeen 

Skim the green lawn, or glance thick ſhades between! 

What wond'rous grace, and harmony divine, 

In young Apollo's fair proportion ſhine ! 

Nor theſe can long detain my eager fight, 

While Venus? ſtill more perfect charms invite; 

Great maſter-piece of art, above all praiſe, 

Grown to the ſpot, I there could ever gaze: 

Pygmalion- like enamour'd of a ſtone, 

Heave the vain ſigh, and pour the fruitleſs moan ! 
And frequent by the taper's trembling light, 

Sweet poeſy beguiles the fleeting night ; 

Whether his page I turn, whoſe ſong hath told 

Of pious * arms, led on by Godfrey bold; 

Or his 4 of beauteous Dames and burniſh*d Knights, 

Fierce wars, and courteous deeds, and love's delights ; 

Or loſt in grief o'er Laura's mournful bier, 

With Petrarch drop the ſadly-pleaſing tear; 


* Canto Parms pietofi, e il Cafitano, TAss o. 
+ Le den i eaualier, Varmry gli anore, le cortęſie. Akios ro. 
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Or in thy verſe brave Eliott's glory view, 
And the proud ſtory of his fame purſue, 
Which loftier honours from a ſtranger gains, 
Than from his native Muſe's warbled ſtrains. 
The Britiſh tube thus foreign ſages rear, 
To trace the wonders of the ſtarry ſphere ; 
And while each Conſtellation's brighter ſhewn, 
Prefer our ſtronger glaſſes to their own. 
Florence, 24th Fuly, 1785. W. P. 


. 


IN COMMEMORATION OF THE 


GLORIOUS REVOLUTION, 
M.DCC.LXXXVIII. 


BY W. MASON, A. Ms 


IT is not age, creative fancy's foe, 
Foe to the finer feelings of the ſon], 
Shall dare forbid the lyric rapture flow ; 
Scorning its chill controul, 
He, at the vernal morn of youth, 
Who breath'd, to liberty, and truth, 
Freſh incenſe from his votive lyre, 
In life's autumnal eve, again 
Shall, at their ſhrine, reſume the ſtrain, 


And ſweep the veteran chords with renovated fire. 
Warm 
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Warm to his own, and to his country's breaſt, 
Twice fifty brilliant years the theme have borne, 
And each, through all its varying ſeaſons, bleſt 
By that auſpicious morn, 
Which gilding Naſſau's patriot prow, 
Gave Britain's anxious eyes to know 
The fource whence now her bleſſings ſpring ; 
She ſaw him from that prow deſcend, 
And in the hero hail'd the friend; 


A name, when Britain ſpeaks, that dignifies her King. 


In ſolemn ſtate the led him to the throne, 


Whence bigot zeal and lawleſs power had fled, 
V here juſtice fix'd the abdicated crown 
On his victorious head. 


Was there an angel in the ſky, 
That glow'd not with celeſtial joy, 
When Freedom, in her native charms, 
Deſcended from her throne of light, 
On eagle plumes, to bleſs the rite, 
Recall'd by Britain's voice, reſtor'd by Naſſau's arms! 


Sure then, triumphant on the car of Time, 
The ſiſter Years in gradual train have roll'd, 
And ſeen the Goddeſs from her ſphere ſublime, 
The ſacred page unfold, | 
Inſcrib'd by Her's and Nassan's hands, 
On which the hallow'd charter ſtands, 
. Vol. III. K That 
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That bids Britannia's ſons be free ; 
And, as they paſs'd, each white-rob'd year 
Has ſung to her reſponſive ſphere, 
Hail to the charter'd rights of Britiſh Liberty ! 


Still louder left the ſoul-expanding ftrain, 
Ye future years ! while, from her ſtarry throne, 
Again ſhe comes to magnify her reign, 
And make the world her own. 
Her fire een France preſumes to feel, 
And half unſheaths the patriot ſteel, 
Enough the monarch to diſmay, 
Whoe'er, with rebel pride, withdraws 
His own allegiance from the laws. 
That guard the People's rights, that rein the Sovereign's 
ſway. 


Hark! how from either India's ſultry bound, 
From regions girded by the burning zone, 
Her all-attentive ear, with ſigh profound, 
Has heard the captive moan : 
Has heard, and ardent in the cauſe 
Of all, that free by Nature's laws, 
The avarice of her ſons enthralls ; 
She comes, by truth and mercy led, 
And, bending her benignant head, 
Thus on the ſeraph pair in ſuppliant ſtrains ſhe calls: 
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Long have I lent to my Britannia's hands 
That trident which controuls the willing ſea, 
And bade her circulate to diſtant lands 
Each bliſs deriv'd from me. 
Shall then her Commerce ſpread the ſail, 
For gain accurs'd, and court the pale, 
Her throne, her ſov'reign to diſgrace ; 
Daring, (what will not Commerce dare !) 
Beyond the ruthleſs waſte of war, 
To deal deſtruction round, and thin the human race 2 


&« Proclaim it not before th' eternal throne, 
Of Him the fire of univerſal love ; 
But wait till all my ſons your influence own, 
Ye envoys from above ! 
O wait, at this precarious hour, 
When, in the pendent ſcale of power, 
My rights and Nature's trembling lye : 
Do thou, ſweet Mercy ! touch the beam, 
Till lightly, as the feather'd dream, 
Aſcends the earthly droſs of. ſelfiſn policy. 


Do thou, fair Truth! as did thy maſter mild, 
Who, fill'd with all the power of Godhead, came 
To purify the ſouls, by guilt defil'd, 
With Faith's celeſtial flame; 
Tell them, *tis Heaven's benign decree 
That all, of Chriſtian liberty, 
K 2. The 
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The peace-inſpiring gale ſhould breathe : 

May then that nation hope to claim 

The glory of the Chriſtian name, 
That loads fraternal tribes with bondage worſe thay 
| death ? 


% Tell them, they vainly grace, with feſtive joy, 
The day that freed them from Oppreſſion's rod, 
At Slavery's mart, who barter and who buy 
The image of their God. 
But peace !—their conſcience feels the wrong ; 
From Britain's congregrated tongue, 
Repentant breaks the choral lay, 
% Not unto us, indulgent Heav'n, 
In partial ſtream, be Freedom giv'n, 
„But pour her treaſures wide, and guard the legal 


« ſway!” 


EPIGRA NM, 


TO M — . E8Q. A GOVERNOR OF THE DISSENTING 
COLLEGE, AT HOMMERTON, 


— Adhuc a me diflicha pauca petis, 
MARTIA LIS. 


AT Oxford and Cambridge no R:form can be had, 
Since every one knows they're alrcady too bad. 
2 But 


„ | 
But at our New College, tis by moſt underſtood, 
That every thing there is already too good. 
* Too good and too bad are two fools that I hate; 
Get but rid of be ff, leave the other to fate, 
MUSACADEMICUS, 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LADY CHARLOTTE GORDON, 


Dreſſed in a Tartan Scotch Bonnet with Plumes, &c. 


BY DR. BFATTIE. 


War, Lady, wilt thou bind thy lovely brow 
With the dread ſemblance of that warlike helm ; 

That nodding plume, and wreath of various glow, 
That grac'd the chiefs of Scotia's antient realm? 


Thou know'?, that virtue is of power the ſource, 
And al! her magic to thy eyes is given ; 

We own their empire, while we fee] their force, 
Beaming with the benignity of Heaven, 


90 good and too bad, the knaves, our author tells us, he hates, 
erer will obſerve, by the figure Profopopeia, ſtand for /icentiouſ- 
¶ and pur tanical preciſion. a 

Lector, Solve : taces diſſinulaſqus,———VALF. 
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The plumy helmet, and the martial mien, 
Might dignify Minerva's awful charms; 
But more reſiſtleſs far the Cyprian Queen 

Smiles, graces, gentleneſs, her only arms. 


EPIGRAM. 


AT Fohnſon's death, both ſexes join 
His character to undermine ; 
Proclaim his courteſy to Scots, 

And tell us ſtupid anecdotes. 

*Tis now thy turn, Muſician Knight, 
Publiſh, and damn his fame outright. 
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IMPROMPTU. 


MR, GREATHEED AND HIS TRAGEDY, 
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CRIES Greatheed, © if my meaning few can tell, 

« My words, at leaſt, are ſuch as Shakeſpeare wrote ;'” 
Thus ſenſeleſs, drunken Steph'no, in his cell, 

Leaves Proſpero's wand, and ſteals his old great coat. 
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THE BATH: A. 


ALONE=—had Mara gone to Bah 

To drink—to fing—to dance—or laugh, 
She'd had e'en Blaudud's pray'rs ; 

As 'twag—her charms were all in vain, 

For thoſe who lik'd full well her ſtrain, 
D(/il'd her ſpoſo's airs ! / 


EPIGRAM 


ON BOSWELL's JOURNEY OF A TOUR TO THY 


HEBRIDES, 


I, 


WIEN Jamie Boſwell took his pen 
The Doctor's ſayings to record; 


Profeſſors look'd like common men, 
And Johnſon of the Clan the Lord. 


II. 


Whate'er the Doctor blunder'd out, 
Let it be proſe or be it were, 
Jamie wrote down without one doubt, 
And priz'd it, as it had been Er/c. 
K 4 
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But could it be poor Johnſon's fate 
To read theſe pages, as tis mine; 
The folio thrown at Oſborne's pate, 
Dear Jamie, would be thrown at cine. 


Ss 0 N 6. 


BY PETER PINDAR, ESQ, 


How bright were the bluſhes of Morn, 
How fiveet was the ſong of the Grove, 
Ere Cynthia thus left me forlorn, 
And frowning forbade me to love ! 


My ſtreams I was wont to adore— 
My flocks bleated muſic around; 

And, ſhepherds, I lov'd them the more, 
Becauſe ſhe was pleas'd with the ſound, 


Dear Cynthia! ah, who could behold 
A damſel. with beauty fo bleſt, 

Nor wifh in his arms to unfold, 
Such charms as were never poſſeſt! 


Oh attend, thou fair cauſe of my oes ! 
Oh, refuſe not to hear me complain ! 
Thy ſmile hath undone my repoſe, 
And that only can bleſs me again. 
SONG. 
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BY FHE SAME. 


Doownp by Fortune's fickle ſtar, 
Dear maid ! I ſeek the dang'rous wave, 
Condemn'd from thee to wander far--- 
To Love and Delia's charms a ſlave.— 


Yet e'er thy balmy lips I leave, 
And quit that boſom's ſnowy white, 

Oh, Nymph ! my tears, my ſighs receive, 
And grant me thine, my laſt delight. 


On each bright tear ſhall Fancy dwell, 
And Mem'ry each ſoft figh reſtore ; 

Thus doat upon the ſweet farewell, 
Like miſers on their golden ſtore. 


ABS ENCE.— TO CINTH IX. 


BY THE SAME. 


HERE Cynthia, let thy beauty beam, 
Too long yon vallies have been bleſt; 
Too long yon fountain's happy ſtream 
Hath born thine image on its breaſt. 
K 5 Oh, 
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Oh, haſte to theſe deſerted bowers ! 

And him whoſe ſighs have pierc'd thy grove, 
To tell what ſorrows load the hours, 

Whilſt others ſtrive to gain thy love. 


Sweet wand”rer, liſten to my pray'r, 
Return, and baniſh ev'ry ſigh ; 

Oh, haſte ! if aught ] boaſt be fair, 
And hold a charm for Cynthia's eye. 


In vain I aſk---my fighs are vain, 
Th' admiring ſwains withhold the mazd, 
Whoſe ſmiles are ſunſhine to their plain, 
Whoſe abſence forms a midaight ſhade ! 


N 4. 
BY THE SAME. 


How long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn. 
The cold regard of Delia's eye ; 

The heart whoſe only guilt is love, 
Can Delia's ſoftneſs doom to die? 


Sweet is thy name to Colin's ears! 
Thy beauties, ah! divinely bright--- 
In one ſhort hour by Delia's fide, 
J paſs whole ages of delight. 


Yet 
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Yet though I lov'd thee more than life, 
Not to diſpleaſe a cruel maid, 


My tongue forbore its fondeſt tale, 
And murmur'd in the diſtant ſhade. 


What happier ſhepherd has thy ſmile, 
A bliis for which I hourly pine ? 

Some ſwain, perhaps, whoſe fertile vale, 
Whoſe fleecy flocks are more than mine. 


Few are the vales that Colin boaſts, 

And few the flocks thoſe vales that rove ; 
I court not Delia's heart with wealth, 

A nobler bribe I offer Love, 


Yet ſhould the virgin yield her hand, 
And, thoughtleſs, wed for wealth alone--- 
The act may make my boſom bleed, 


But ſurely cannot bleſs-her own. 


IN IMITATION OF SPENSER.;. 


Mitten at Santa Cruz, in the 1/land of Teneriffe, aud 
ſent to Donna Antonietta De R „a Spaniſh young” 
Lady; <vritten at her Villa on that Iſland, 


BY THE SAME, 


BErryoLD in thoſe lorn ſhades a damſel dwell---- 
I ween the faireſt amongſt all the ſair ; 
Awhile doth Virtue bid her ſkv farewel, 
To live with Sylvia, paſſing all compare; 
K & Eke 
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Eke innnocence doth leave her bower above; 
To join her gentle ſiſter of the grove, 


+ Yet what availeth, beauteous maid, thy mien, 

To mortals driven from thy dark retreat ? 
Ah, what thy ſparkling eyn of peerleſs ſheen, 

Sith lovers are forbidden from thy ſeat ! 
Soothly the balms of Araby the bleſt 

Are nought, if unenjoy'd their fragrance ſtream ! 
What is fair Luna from her flv*ry veſt, 

If ne'er ſhe ſheweth to the world her beam? 
Then break like Luna from:her cloud of night; 

And glad. us, lovely virgin, with-thy light. 
For thee, the Poet heaveth ſighs how deep ! 

Yet, yet unheard, they mingle with the wind 
Ab, virgin ! well-my artleſs lays may. weep,, 

Sith Spenſer hapleſs plain'd for Roſalind : 
Spenſer, whoſe ſweet ſong far ſurpaſſeth mine 
As Roſalinda's beaunes yield to thine. 
Yet truſt me, fair one, I will verſe indite, 

And thou the ſubject ſoft, to bring me praiſe ;. 
Tho! love be cruel, yet for laud lil write, 

And immortality. muſt crown my lays ; 
For fifth thy charms ſo much delighten Fame, 
She'll ſuffer nought to die that holds thy name. 


* 
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SONNE T. 
BY BERTIF GREATHEED,. ESQ, 


W HEN Emma firſt I ſaw, divinely fair, 
On Arno's banks ſhe gaily ſeem'd to rove, 
Her azure eye was full of ſoy and Love, 

And ſportive ringlets grac'd her auburn hair; 


Fatal reverſe ! Now clouded with deſpair 
Is that ſweet brow 7 All fad ſhe ſeeks the grove, 
With ſorrow-ſwollen eye, and, like the dove, 
Bewails her mate, with breaſt of heaving care, 


Nor do I cauſe, nor can I cure her woe ; 
Alas! not I: Were mine the ſoothing art, 
Endleſs embraces ſhould relief beſtow. 


Too much her cheerful mien inflam'd my heart; 


But now thoſe pearly tears inceſſant flow, 
My tortur*d toul muſt feel inceſſant ſmart. 


LL I NB # 

TO THE MEMORY. OF MRS. TICKELL.. 
RRPLETFE with every charm to win the heart, 
To ſoothe life's forrows, or its joys impart, 
Soft—timid—elegant ! her beauteous mien 


Beſpoke the feeliog—gentle mind within, 


Torn 
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Torn from her Huſband's fond adoring arms, 
From Friends who weep her matchleſs worth and charms, 
By pale diſeaſe, which on her beauties prey'd, 
Her roſes blighted, and her form decay'd ; 
'They—like the graces of her virtuous mind 
Were not for weak Mortality deſign'd! 
Thus the ſweet tub'roſe, in the thorny ſhade, 
Whoſe flowrets wither, and whoſe honours fade, 
Till foſt'ring dews and ſunſhine's cheering ray 
Again call forth its beauties into day— 
Thus, midſt the agonizing tears of woe, 
Truth whiſpers from the grave, Thus ſhalt thou bloxw ! 
There is a coming morn ſhall bid thee riſe, 
And in the bloom of Virtue grace yon ſkies, 
Where Truth and Piety ſhall live ſublime, 
And Worth ſhall find its own congenial clime, 
Then mourn not that the Sax, thus undiſmay'd, 
Dicd—at that dread command—ſhe e' er obey'd. 


— SHEEP 


FirsT round my brows a poppy wreath Pl bind, 
Gather'd, while-moiſten'd with the falling dew, 

With ivy tendrils round their ſtems entwin'd-— 
Then to the God of Sleep my ſong purſue: 


Hail, 
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Hail, balmy Sleep! thou offspring of the night ! 
Alone of thee the Muſe delights to fing ; 
Bend hitherwards thy geatle airy flight, 
And o'er me drop thy dark extended wing. 


Thy facred influence to my ſoul impart; 
And on my couch, oh; “ Partial Sleep!“ deſcend; 
Tis thou alone can'ſt ſoothe my grief-worn heart, 


Nature's beſt nurſe,” and Sorrow's gentleſt friend. 


Spread wide thine arms, and fold me to thy breaſt; 
There I can taſte the bleſſings of repoſe : 
Then, with my ſorrows, ſhall I fink to reſt, 
And calm Oblivion mitigate my woes. 


8 ON . 


BRIGHT hope now glads my ſtricken breaſt, 
So long the ſeat of cold deſpair; 

Each harſher thought is huſh'd to reſt, 
And Love reſumes his empire there, 


So through the gloomy darkſome vale, 
The ſuns darts forth his glancing ray ; 
Bids noiſome fogs and dews exhale, 
And leads in all its glare the day. 
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THE SUPERANNUATED HORSE TO Hs 
MASTER, * 


Who had ſentenced him to die at the End of the Summer, 
on Account of his being unable, from extreme old Age, to 
live througb the Winter. | 


AND muſt thou fix my doom, ſweet maſter, ſay, 
And wilt thou kill thy ſervant old and poor? 

A little longer let me live, I pray, 
A little longer hobble round thy door. 


For much it glads me to behold this place, 
And houſe within this hoſpitable ſhed ; 

I glads me more to ſce my maſter's face, 
And linger near the ſpot where I was bred.. 


For, ah! to think of what we both enjoy'd 
In my iife's prime, ere 1 was old and poor, 
When from the jocund morn to eve employ'd, 

My gracious maſter on this back I bore. 


Thrice told ten years have danc'd on down along, 
Since firſt theſe way-worn limbs to thee I gave, 
Sweet-{miling years! when both of us were young, 

The kindeſt maſter and the happieſt ſlave. 


* The Rev. Mr. Potter, at Searning in Norfolk, to whom the public 
ir indebted for the admirable Tranſlations of AEſchylus and Euripides. 


Ab, 
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Ah, years ſweet ſmiling ! now for ever flown, 
Ten years, thrice told, alas, are but a day! 
Yet, as together we are aged grown, 
Together let us wear our age away. 


For ſtill, the times behind are dear to thought, 
And rapture mark'd each minute as it flew ; 

To the light heart all- changing ſeaſons brought 
Pains that were ſoft, or pleaſures that were new. 


Ah!] call to mind, how oft near Scarning's ſtream 
My ſteps were bent to yonder Muſe- trod grove, 

There, ſhe wo lov'd thee was thy tender theme, 
And I the bhoſen meſſenger of love. 


On the galc's >:nion, with a lover's care, 

Fen wit de ipeed of thought did I not go 
Explore ne cottage of thy abſent fair, 

And ed thy ſick' ning boſom of its woe? 


And hen that doubting heart till felt alarms, 
hrobbing alternate with its hope and fear, 
Did I not bear thee ſafely to her arms, 
Aſſure thy faith, and dry up ev'ry tear? 


And, ah ! forget not when the fever's power 


Raged ſore, how ſwift I ſought the zephyr's wing, 


To cool thy pulſes in the fragrant bower, 
And. bathe thy temples in the cleareſt ſpring. 


Friend: 
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Friend to thy love, and health, and not a foe 
E'en to the Muſe who led thee on to fame; 

Yes, e'en thy lyre to me ſome charms may owe, 
And fancy kindles into brighter flame. 


And haſt thou fix'd my doom, ſweet maſter, ſfay— 
And wilt thou kill thy ſervant, old and poor ? 

A little longer let me live, I pray, 
A little longer hobble round thy door, 


Nor could'ſ thou bear to ſee thy ſervant bleed, 
Tho! weeping pity has decreed his fate; 

Yet, ah! in vain, thy heart for life ſhall plead, 
If Nature has denied a longer date. 


Alas! I feel 'tis Nature dooms my death, 
Ah me! I feel s Pity gives the blow 

Yet ere it falls, ah, Nature! take my breath, 
And my kind maſter ſhall no ſorrow know, 


Ere the laſt morn of my allotted life, 
A ſofter fate ſhall end me old and poor, 
May timely ſave me from th' uplifted knife, 
And gently ſtretch me at wy mafter's Coor, 


1 


IIe GDI 


A SKETCH, 


TUNBRIDGE, ſource of health and joy, 
Source of many a various toy ; 
'Tis not alone thy ſhades I'd ſing, 
Nor thy ſalutary ſpring. 
In lines profuſe, 
Th' untrammell'd muſe 
With truth purſues, 


To point ſome gueſts that now thy ſcenes employ. 


Carmarthen,* firſt in eaſe and grace, 
Moves unaſſuming to his place; 
»Tis not his birth, 
But native worth, 
That beams expreſſive in his face. 
So here retir'd, 
Who oft inſpir'd 
The ſenate's dulleſt hours with wit, 
With wit that never gave offence, 
Yet mark'd with ſterling point, and manly fenſe x 
Him who long led, | 
Some ſay miſled, 
His country's cauſe through many a dreary day, 
Though not ſucceſsful ; yet with honeſt ſway, 
Now to be led himſelf forc'd to ſubmit. 


* Now Duke of: Leeds. 
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What though now blind, 
Yet ſtill you'll find, 


North till retains the powers of an enlighten'd mind. 


And as we ſee, 
Oft leading thee, 
Thy daughters three, 
Speaks it not excellence more rare, 


*Bove thoſe that boaſt a face that's only fair, 
A father leaning on their arms 


Conveys affection's higheſt charms, 


Speaks all thoſe feelings which impart 
The virtues of the filial heart, | 


His Lady claims the Muſes? care, 
Dæmon with truth her equal ſhare 


Tis from their kind united fond relief, 
That North ſcarce knows the cauſe of all his grief. 


Here's Cumberland, whoſe viſage ſhews 
As various as his various muſe ; 
To-day, quite bowing to the ground, 


To- mortow on his heel turns round: 


Mark how he labours to obtain 
The notice of ſome titled dame; 
Or on my word, 
If there's no Duke, or Lady Grace, 
Should chance to be within this place, 


Perhaps you'll find him chatting with ſome Lord. 
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Sir Joſeph Mawhey lonely ſtalks, 


With ſolemn airs, along the walks; 
'Tis ſaid when he did court the mule, 
(Not true, it is a rank abuſe) 
He ſung ('twas in his younger day) 
The following caution- giving lay: 
Then ladies of your hearts beware, 
bir Joſeph's falſe, as he is fair. 
Now fair no more, 
Muſt we deplore, 
That all his charms are fled, 
His vices ſped, 
All ſeems now blended in a vacant ſtare. 


His Grace of Leeds 
The Muſe will needs 
Take notice in the wayy 
He walks about, 
Goes in, comes out, 
But more we cannot jay. 


Shall Vilkes alone, 
Now Joyal grown, 
Paſs unregarded and unknown ; 
He who a furious Patriot once, 


View'd all things with a double glance, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe name the mob has bawl'd ſo loud, 
With taudry ſhew 
The batter'd beau, 


Once a King's foe, 


No feebly creeps unheeded through the crowd. 


Lord Sackwille's air 
Is debonnaire ; 
Charles Cumberland is ſomething loud ; 
Sir Peter Burrel's very fair; 
And yet not very proud ; 
Fohn Birch, with ſteady, eaſy plan, 
Yields flattering promiſe of the future man. 


Dyſon well dreſt, 
Not care oppreſt, 
Keeps order, time, and place; 
Under his care, 
The modeſt fair 
Securely ſhare 
Pleaſure's delightful race. 


Sept. 15, 1778. 
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TO MISS HELENA-MARIA WILLIAMS, 


ENCHANTING Muſe, whoſe clear melodious lay, 
(Like the ſweet incenſe of a fragrant flower) 
Steals on the ſenſe of faſcinating power, 

Inrob'd in pity's mild, benignant ray, 

Pure ſimple nature unadorn'd by art, 

With native beauty in thy ſong we trace 
(Where beaminy fancy with poetic grace, 

Pourtrays the ſofter feelings of the heart.) 

While More and Seward, fav'rites of the Nine, 
Each in their varied happy ſtrains excel, 
And tune the lyre to notes of higheſt ſwell : 

Equal with them thy name ſhall ſplendid ſhine, 

O! then encourage ſtil] the glorious flame; 
And let not fear thy muſe's flight reſtrain : 
Reſume the pen—and may thy labours gain 

A well-earn'd plaudit from the voice of fame. 


J. B-mno—=0, 


THE 
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THE THREE VERNONS. 


BY THE HON. HORACE WALPOLE, 
OF STRAWBERRY-HILL» 


HENRIETTA's ferious charms 
Awe the breaſt her Beauty warms ; 
See ſhe bluſhes, Love preſnmes ; 

See ſhe frowns! he drops his plumes. 
Dancing lighter o'er the ocean, 

Was not Cytheræa's motion; 

She ſpeaks, and art repines to fee 
The Triumph of Simplicity. 


Lips that ſmile a thouſand meanings; 
Humid with Hyblean gleanings ; 
Eyes that glitter into wit, 

Wanton mirth with Fancy ſmit; 
Arch Naivete that gaily wanders 

In each dimpling cheek's meanders ; 
Shedding roſes, ſhifting graces 

In a face that's thouſand faces ; 
Sweet aſſemblage, all combine 

In pretty playful Caroline. 


Sober as the matron's air, 
Humble as the cloyſter'd fair, 
Patient till new ſprings diſcloſe 
The bud of promis'd Beauty's roſe, 
Waving 
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Waving praiſes, perfum'd breath, 
Enſures it young Elizabeth. 


Lovely three, whoſe future reign 
Shall fing ſome younger, ſweeter Swain. 
For me ſuffice in Ampthill Groves, 
Cradle of Graces and of Loves, 

I firſt announc'd, in artleſs page, 

The glories of a rifing Age; 

And promis'd, where my Anna ſhone, 
Three Oſſorys as bright as one. 


A POE M, | 
Addreſſes to the Right Hon. Philip Earl of Cheſterfield, 


BY THOMAS NEWBURGH ESQ, WRITTEN IN 1745. 


TO THE LORD CHESTERFIELD, 
MY LORD, 


Tu freedom of an addreſs from a perfon wholly un · 
known to your Lordſhip, I am ſenſible, ſtands in need of 
an apology. The beſt I can make is, that I happen 
to be one of the many, that have ſenſibly experienced 
the happineſs of your Lordſhip's adminiſtration in this 
country :—and that if benefits are to be eſtimated by 
their importance and extent, thoſe we ſhare with the" 
community, muſt, of all others, lay the juſteſt bound ; 
tion for acknowledgment, 
Vor- III. L With 
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With regard to the incloſed lines, they pretend, ny 
Lord, to no other merit than that of ſpeaking truth, 
The perſon who writes them, is no Poet, Courtier, or 
Dependant. Content with his paternal acres, he has 
been more ſolicitous to improve than to add to them 
Never yet has bribed for an Election, or applied to a 
great man for a favour. But if this were not the caſe, 
your Lordſhip could eaſily diſtinguiſh between the ſervile 
incenſe of flattery, and the diſintereſted offerings of. gra- 
titude that flow from the heart. 


If the incloſed lines are worth a further remaik, it 
may be obſerved, that what is further ſaid in them, wich 
regard to the manners of the times, is intended to be 
clearly underſtood in the rewver/e : as deſcriptive, 'T am 
ſorry to have occaſion to ſay, by no means of what they 
are, but what they og to be; and what your Lord- 
Mip's example and happy:;adminiſtration plainty tended 
to have made them. 


But our national luxury is too melancholy a topic to 
dwell upon; I quit it, with my hopes that the offspring 
may not as frequently prove deſtructive to its over in- 
Aulgent parent, our public proſperity. 


Thus, my Lord, I take the liberty of talking to you 
as to a friend; I mean, as to our country's friend, for 
ſuch you have eminently proved, and juch, in your be- 
nevolent diſpoſitions, I am perſuaded you ſtill continne. 


Te 
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To your Lordfyip therefore, in this capacity, my hum- 
ble offering, with alt its imperfections, flies for pardon 
and acceptance; and which, I am perſuaded, will be the 
more readily granted, being meant as a proof with how 
real and diſintereſted an eſteem, I have the honour to 
be, my Lord Cheſterfield's 
Moſt obedient, and 
Moſt faithful humtble fervant, 


TO THE LORD CHESTERFIELD. 


I: Imitation of ſome Paſſages in Horace, Ode xxxi. Lib. r. 
and in Ode v. Lib. 4. The Poet edareſſes * 
to his Lyre as follows: 


Ir &er in ſhady prot or bower 
Thy ſounds have charm'd the filent houry 
Attun'd by thee, if &er my lays 
Shou'd reach to future diſtant days; 
Then let thy ſtrains harmonious flow, = 
And give to Stanhope what they owe: 
* Who tho? on Britain's weal intent, 
Great, good, and wiſe as eloquent, 
'The patriot, who hath firm withſtood, 
And ſtemm'd corruption's rapid flood: 

* Qui ferox bello, tamen inter arma 


Sive jactatum religaret udo 
Littore navim. 
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* Yet when retir'd, can care beguile, 
And make the ſportive muſes ſmile ; 


. Whether he ſtrikes the ſounding lyre, 


The charms of virtue to inſpire; 
Or whether tun'd to beauty's praiſe, 
He modulates his melting lays; 
Still firſt amid the tuneful throng, 
The Sirens warble in his ſong. 


O! might I live to hail the day 
When Stanhope's delegated ſway, 
Once more might bleſs Hibernia's Iile, 
And make her drooping muſes ſmile? 
His lenient arts might then aſſuage 
Our little, ſelfiſu, factious rage; 
To pride fix bounds unknown before, 
And teach ambition when to ſoar. 


Methinks, reviv'd at Stanhope's fight, 
Each latent virtue ſprings to light. 
+ Prudence reſtrains each wild exceſs, 
And gives to wealth the power to bleſs. , _ 


+ Liberum & Muſas, Veneremque, & illi 

Semper hærentem puerum canebat, | 

Ft Lycum, nigris oculis nigroque 
| Crine decorum. . 

+ Jam Fides, & pax, & honor, pudorq; 

Priſcus & neglecta redire virtus 


Audet. Carmen ſeculat. 
The 
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The vain, the laviſh ſons of pride, 
Their gaudy trappings laid afide 
Nor ſell the birth- right to maintain 
Lewd riot, or a pageant train. 
Debauch abaſh'd, with fluſter'd face, 
Lurks in the cells of foul diſgrace: 
While * ſtripling ſots no longer dare 
To mingle with th' aſſembled fair. 
+ The laws and manners of the age 
Correct the frenzies of wild rage. 
t Who---now the word vindictive draws 
In bold defiance of the laws ? 
Or madly prodigal of life, 
geeks honour in blood-thirſty ſtrife ? 


Honour- that ſhuns th* opprobrious deed, 
Prompt for the natal ſoil to bleec. 


Fair decency, with guardian aid, 
Attends her charge the bluſhing maid, 
The maid addreſs'd by ſober ſenſe, 
Checks the vain fop's impertinence; 

The fop, t'attract the nymph's bright eyes, 
No more aſiumes the ſot's diſguiſe. 


Juſtice prevents the ſhameful dun, 
The felon-gameſter's wiles we ſhun, 


J Or, ſloven ſots. 
+ Mox & lx maculoſum edomuit nefas. 
+ Quis Parthum paveat ? Quis gelidum Scythen ? 
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BDpe!!'@ his taunts, new climes, new Hores, 


The guilty fugitive explores. 
Like the gaunt wolf, nigh ſtarv'd at home, 


Who prowling ſeeks a diſtant roam; 
The cottage, grave, explores for food, 
Lur'd with the ſcent of human blood. 
See !* arts revive and commerce ſpread, 
The naked cloth'd, the hungry fed. 
Tbe labours of the furrowing plow 
With harveſts gild the mountain's brow. 
With toil ſubdu'd, the barren plain 
With plenty cheers the labouring ſwain. 
Such were the pleaſing ſcenes diſplay'd, 
When Cheſterfield /erne ſway d. 
Wha---when rebellion's bold alarms 
Great George himſelf rous'd up to arms ; 
When war around its terrors ſpread, 
And flPd each panting. heart with dread : 


+ Nucrit wry Ceres, almaq; F. auſtitas : : 
Facatum volitant pet mare navitæ. 
Lib. 5. Od. 3. 
Que muſa tendis, define pervicax 
Referre ſermones deorum ü & 
Magna modis tenuare parvis. 
Od. 3. Lib. 3. 
O decus Pherbi, & dapibus ſupremi. 
Grata tenudo Jovis, O laborum 
Dulce lenimen, mihi cumque ſalve 
| Rue vocanti. 
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Wich gentle, ſage, yet firm command, 
From hoſtile rage preſerv'd the land; 
Rul'd in our hearts, bid faction ceaſe, 
And Rome's fierce zealots charm'd to peace. 
Ye bards, to Stanhope tune your lyres, 
Who firſt awoke your latent fires ; 
Who from the ſhade call'd merit forth, 
And patroniz'd neglected worth: 
Nor ever from the plaints of grief 
Withheld the gen'rous prompt relief. 
But ceaſe, fond muſe, with barren praiſe 
To leſſen Stanhope in thy lays: 
For Horace ſeems with ſmile ſatiric 
To check thy rambling panegyric; 
And while, methinks, I ſee the ſage, 
Thus I reſume his claſſic page. 
H Badge of the God, celeſtial lyre, 
«© Who cheer the feaſts of Heav*n's great Sire, 
& Accept this tributary lay, 
« And charm the cares of life away.“ 


LORD CHESTERFIELD's ANSWER 
TO THE PRECEDING LETTER. 


SIR, 


TF I better deſerve the good opinion you entertain of 
me, I ſhould more regret not having the pleaſure of 
Being known to you. But as there are many objects, 
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which to adnüte, one ſhould not ſee too near; ard as 1 
very fancerely think myfelf one of them, 1 will enjoy 
the diſtance from which you view me, and to which f 
owe the moſt pleafing poetical incenſe I ever received. 
| Lauwari a laudato Fro, was always looked upon as the 
molt ſenſible Hatte ry to ſeli-love ; and ſuch I now fiud it, 
from one who can think, act, aud write as you do. 


If, while 1 had the plcaſure of refiding in Ireland, I 

_ exerted my utmott endeavours for the ſervice of that 

country, it was only what the duty of the poſt I was in 

required, And if I attain the trueſt affection for it, 

and the warmeſt wiſhes for its profperity, as I ſhall ever 

do, it is no more than a return of gratitude ſor the 
marks of its good-will and confidence. 


Thoſe which you, in particular, give me of your's, 
have quſily exeited in me the ſentiments of the trueſt re · 
gard and eſteem, with which I am, 


SIR, | 
Your moſt faithful, 
Humble ſervant, 
| | CHESTERFIELD, 
Blackheath, 
June 14th, 1753. 
Tee 
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The following 8 ON G was written foe time ago i 
CAPTAIN Moxz1s; j addreſſed to Lavy e, Who 
aſked — I at the Tal. of Love WAS 3 | 


* 


You aſk me what's love =D that virtue-fed va · 
pour, 
Which Poets ſpread over our r longings like gauze, 
May do for a ſwain who can feed upon paper, 
-But fleſh is my dict—and blood is the cauſe. 


{ 


A W tende, Fn ſpun into Platonic, 5 
Suits the fepnjning top, whom no beauties provoke z: 
But the 4 of a Welchman is hot and laconic, 
And he loves as he fights, with a word and a ſtroke. 


Yet I grant ydu there is a ſweet madneſs of paſſion, 
A rapturꝰ' d delirium of mental delight; 

Tho', alas ! my dear Madam, nat five in the nation, 
Whoſe ſouls, have an optic, to view the bleſt light. 


But we ſpeak not of minds of diſtinguiſii d ſelection, 
But love, common love, in its earthly attire; 

Which, believe: me, when. dreſs*d i in: this high · flown af · 
Wears thothread-hre ae of adankrup defire,. 
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For the bofom's deceit, like the ſpendthrift's profuſion, 
As the ſubſtance declines, rich appearances tries; 
More gay as more weak, till this ſplendid deluſion 
In a pang of bright vanity dazzles and dies. 


2 Ah! if in a ſtrain of pure ſentiment flowing, 
3 No animal warmth checks the eloquent tongue, 
Tis the trick of a coxcomb to boaſt your undoing, 
And pride, taſte, or impotence, prompts the fout 
\ wrong. ' . | . ' 8 * 


For Love, in a tumult of Toft agitation, 
O'ercome with its ardour, bids language retire; 
And loſt in emotions of troubled ſenſation, 
Still breathes the fliort aecents of Ment deſire. 


Ves, the god's on the wing, when: a delicate Damon, 
In ſickly compoſure ſits down to refine ; 

For Eove, like a hectie, when weakly the ſtamen, 
Still brightens the ſkin as the ſolids decline. 

If ſuch he the Love you propoft in the queſtion, 
No doubt tis a phantom dreſsd up by the mind ;. 

And, believe me, it is not a ſubſtance to reſt on, 
But the fraud of cold boſoins and vanities blind. 


But for me, my dear madam, a poor. oarnal ſinner, 
Whoſe Love keeps no. Lent, or on rhapſody ſtarves; 
With the ſharp ſauce of hunger I fall to my dinner, 
And take, without ſcruple, what happineſs carves. 
So 
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So, my good Lady *, all beauty and merit, 
You ſee, tho? I doat on your face and your mind, 
The devil a grain ſhould I feel of Love's ſpirit, 
It looks didn't warrant your ſhape and your kind. 


With this taſte you, perhaps, will upbraid my vile nature, 
But thus ſtands the caſe ; and in truth to my theme, 

Were my miſtreſs the firſt both in mind and in feature, 
Unſex her, and paſſion would fade like a dream... 


As a poet, indeed, I've a licence for fiction, 
To dreſs in heroics the treacherous heart, 

But take the ſad truth, and excuſe the plain diction, - 
Hor Love moves with. me in an honefter part. 


But, perhaps, you may: know ſoinething, more of the 
matter, 
Then deign to inform. the dull ſoul'of| a'brute— - 
A hint of your mind would moſt pleaſingly flatter, , 
And to hear it 1'd always be willing and ut .. 


To A LADY ON HER BIRTH-DAY: - 
BY THEOPHILUS SWIFT, ESQ, - 


Tus gods in council met;" when Jove expreſs'd - 
The ſecret purpoſe rolling in his breaſt $ - 
© Ye Pow'rs! to whom the care of man belongs, 
Who grace with gifts, or celebrate in ſongs, | 
L 6 Our; 
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Our pleaſure wills, (and what I will is fate) 
One mortal-maid, one woman to create, 
One faultleſs work on this diftinguiſh's day, 
Heaven's laſt, beſt finiſh'd maſter-piece of clay E 
Haſte to your ſeveral taſks ; let each prepare 
Some choſen gift, to dignify the fair.” 

Inſtant, Apollo ſnatch'd the ſilver lyre, 
Thiar ſounding near infus'd a foul of fire ; 
Thro”all the maſs the magic rapture ftole--- 
He touch'd---and harmony inſpir'd the whole. 
Their harps and crowns th” immortal Mufes bring -K 
The babe delighted hears, and learns to ſing. 
With Heaven's own beam to bleſs, young Genius flies--- 
Sun- ard the ſmiling infant turns her eyes. 
Sweet Hebe youth beftow's ; that laſting youth, 
The fruit of Virtue and the flower of Truth. 
The Graces left their court, and round the Fair, 
Breathing ſweet airs, in radiant pomp repair. 
As in light bands the ſportive fifters run, 
Taſte holds a torch, new-kindled at the ſun: 
This to her hand the ſmiling Grace conſign'd, 
To warm, to raviſh, and exalt her mind. 
Of younger birth, fair Z/gance drew nigh, 
'The fires of Virtue beaming in her eye; 
Eaſy her air; and with an ample fwell, 
Her ſimple robes in flowing grandeur fell. 
Round the pleas'd infant her foft arms ſhe threw: 
The conſcious infant laugh'd, and leap'd to view. 

Laft 
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Laſt came ſweet Sentiment, a ſober grace! 
Soft was her ſoul, and penſive was her face; 
A mirror of celeftial frame ſhe bore, . 
A book it feem'd, with ſtars beſtudded oer 
Gems of the foul } that brighten as they paſs 
In rich reffection through the mental glaſs. _ 
This to the maid ſhe gave, and giving, cry'd, 
6 Be this thy ſtudy ; this through life thy guide.'? , 
Drawn in a filken car by purple loves, 4 
Came Beauty*s Goddefs with her ſwans and doves: 
Looking unutterable joy, ſhe ſmil'd, 
And gaz'd, and caught, and preſs'd, and kiſs*d the childs 
At each warm kiſs th? enliven'd birth aſſumes 
A newer grace, with freſher. beauty blooms : 
But Cynthia ſaw, and chaſtening ev'ry part, 
Dropp'd a cold icicle, that chilFd her heart. 
With fond applauſe the Sire of Gods ſurvey'd 
The various graces of the gifted maid. 
Then call'd her Ella, her celeſhal name, 
But men T*f*1{*s call the favour'd Dame. 


JUDGMENT OF HERCULES. 
BY THE SAME. 


SCARCE had Alcnena's godlike ſon 
The race of blooming twenty run; 
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What time the doubtful down began 
To ſpeak him neither boy nor man: 
In thoſe green years the ſpring of life, 
When Rapture holds with Reaſon ſtrife ;- 
When Youth's tumultuous pulſes beat, 
And riſe to more than Virtue's heat: Y 
*T was then, by various paſſions led, 
{The lover's couch, the warrior's bed,. 
By ſloth pofleſs*'d;, by glory fir'd, 
As Venus warm'd, or Mars inſpud;.- 
A ſilent, ſolitary. ſhade,. we 
For thought and meditation made, 
Alcides- ſought, intent to learn, 
And Good from Evil to diſcerno. 
Here as he muſed, and in his mind - 
Revolved the various taſks aflign'd » 
For mortal man, from youth to age, 
On buſy life's important ſtage-; 
Before him ſtood, or ſeem'd to ſtand, 
Two Virgias, one on either hand- 
Like Pallas rs :---auguſt her air, 
As Wildom's awful Goddeſs fair: ö | 
Like Venus that, when fitſt ſhe ſprung: f | 
From Ocean's foam, and Love was young. | 
Each with contending graces ſtsove | 
To move the mighty ſon of Jove. | 
Earth ne'er · beheld a brighter pair, 
Here Virtue ſtood, and Pleaſure there. 
Their 
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Their ſeparate charms Alcides views, 
And, doubting, hefitates to chooſe ; 
Admiring each, for each he burns, 
As either Goddeſs fir'd by turns z- 
Each in his breaſt. alternate reigns, . 
And each divided ſway. maintains... 

The dame of ſofter grace drew near, 
Twas love to view, twas heaven to hear ;. 
Towering ſhe ſtands :---thus graceful ſhow. 
Along the flow'ry banks of Po, 
The ſiſters of the blaſted boy; 
Nor ſtorms th' Herculean grove deſtroy.“ 
And firſt, the ſubtle Syren tries. 
The charm, her ſoothing voice ſupplies z. 
She ſings---and as the charmer ſung, 
The tuneful magic of her tongue 
The here's wond' ring ears admire, 
Sounds that ſubdue, and ſpells that fire?" 
Thus ſings the minſtrel of the moon, 
When Night aſſerts her filent noon, . 


*The poplar. was ſacred to Hercules, with which the banks cf ; the 
River Po, even to this day, abound. Few readers require to be told, 
that the ſiſters of the unfortunate Phaeton, called by. Ovid, Flammatus 
Puer, were fabled to be changed into poplars, and to take their mourn- 
ſul tation. on the banks of this celebrated river, into which their 6/aficd 
brother was ſuppyſed to fall. Lucan beautifully ſays, 

— Hunc fabula primum.— 
Pepulcd fluvium ripas unbrafe cerond. 


Lv CAN. lib. 2. 
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In thoſe ſoft ſhades of rapture, where 

The cla/ic poplars riſe in air.“ 

Her looks the Loves and Smiles had areſe'd, 

Fond looks! that kindeſt thoughts expreſs d, 

Dimpling endearing wiles of joy, 

Bright to beguile, and ſweetly coy. 

The ſtar- bright glories of her eyes, ö 

Soft as the ſplendors of the ſkies; 08 Gat | 
When Eve's ſweet lamp in heaven is aas, 1 

Glorious the minor lights among, R 

She glanc'd.—But, ah! 'twas death to view, 

Such danger from thoſe glances flew. * 

Expoſed, and throbbing with delight. 

Upheav'd the boſom's heaven to fight, * | 

Where balms and odours breathing bland, ' 

The ſpoils of Saba's bliſsful land, 

With Love's own-ſweets perfum'd the air, 

Incenſe, that Gods might deign to ſhare |! 

Looſe to the gale her garments flew, 

Her garments, glittering as the dew, 
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It is worthy of obſervation, that the nightingales, with which tl 2 
groves: of poplar, on the river mentioned in the former note, every 
where are filled, ſung remarkably ſweet, and Tuperior to the nightingales 
of any other known country, as if they actually bewailed in common 
-with the «-fiſters of the blaſted boy,“ the fate of the unhappy Phaeton, 
Strangers that travel into iis part of Italy, are 2 at the muſic oi 
theſe nightingales, 
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And changeful as the tints that flow, 
From bright Thaumantia's ſpangled bow. 
One leg was bare, to bleſs the ſight, 
The latent promis'd new delight ; 
And round her ſwelling waiſt a zone 
Of loves and radiant graces ſhone. 
There boys in hov'ring bands were ſeen, 
Fanning with purple wings their queen ; 
And Laughter there, and Rapture hung, 
And Sport to meet his miſtreſs ſprung. 
A myrtle garland grac'd her head: 
The locks in curls dependent ſpread, 
Like blooming hyacinths behind, 
Wooing with amornus fiveets the wind. 
Like the twin-ſiſters of the buſh, 
As bright, though with a borrow'd bluſh, 
Deep flam'd her cheeks a gaudy red; 
No roſe, by nature's pencil ſpread : 
Her lips, that ſnam'd the tulip's hues, 
A thouſand purpling ſweets effuſe, 
Soft as the peach's ſilken bloom, 
Luſcious, and melting with perfume. 
As Autumn ripe, as April fair, 
She mov'd the Seaſon's choſen care. 
A cup ſhe held of .potent ſpell, 
The mighty and the ſtrong to quell ;- 
Joy in the liquor ſeem'd to ſwim, 
Aud Love ſtood laughing on the brim. 


The 


E 
The Syren then: „In me behold 
What bards of happineſs have told. 
Tis I that lead: the dance; *tis 1 
The banquet and the bowl ſupply : 
Mine is the wreath ;_ to me belong 
The voice of mirth, the ſoul of ſong, 
The lute, the laugh, the pulſe of fire, 
And melting-eye, that rolls deſire. 
What cheers the ſmell, what charms the fight, 
What gives the taſte or touch. delight ; 
Soft eaſe reelin'd on beds of down, 
And peace unrufff'd with a frown ;. 
Eternal ſunſhine of the ſoul, 
Though tempeſts threat, and thunders roll: 
Theſe are the bleſſings I beſtow, 
For man they charm, for man they flow, 
Th' obedient ſeaſons wait ny call, 
In each I live, inſpiring all. 
For me gay Spring_perfumes her bow'rs, 
And ſpots for me her meads with flowers; 
For me the roſe of beauty breathes, 
For me ſhe forms the lover's wreaths ;. 
Or round the ſocial goblet twines, 
In concert with the curling vines; 
And not one myrtle of the May. 
But feels my now'r, and boaſts my. ſway, 
Advancing Summer next is ſeen, 


Printing with.xoly feet the green; 
Buxom 
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Buxom ſhe comes, with golden grace, 
And wears for me a warmer face ; 
For me her bounteous boſom glows, 
For me her fondeſt zephyr blows ; 
For me her mellowing fruits aſſume 
A richer zeſt, a brighter bloom. 
I ſwell the ſeed, I gild the corn, 
I teem in Plenty's pregnant horn: 
Each Seaſon's bleſſings ſtill are mine, 
And all thoſe bleſſings ſhall be thine. 

So Summer, Autumn's ſtrength ſucceeds» 
For me Pomona's vintage bleeds, 
For me ſhe purples in the vine, 
As the preſt cluſters foam with wine.. 
The burniſh'd bough ſhe loads for me, 
But loads in vain, unleſs for thee. 

Stern Winter at my preſence flies: 
I gild December's frowning ſkies. 
The Loves and Lares hear. my. call, 
"Tis Mirth and Muſic in the Hall. 
The merry, merry tabors ſound, 
And nymphs advance, and ſhepherds bound, 
And, jeſt, and joy, and ſport and play, 
Charm the long night, and ſpeed the day ;. 
Or Bromius * miniſters the bowl, 


To warm and elevate the ſoul, 


One of the names of Bacchus 
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Theſe are our triumphs and delights, 
Unvex'd by cares, and camps, and fights ; 
Amid the battle's thund'ring din, 
Where Hydras hifs, and Gorgons grin; 
Where Danger takes his daily round, 
Active and vigilant to wound; 

Where Deat+, in mad ambitien's walks, 
With more than giant terror ſtalks ; 
Where proſtrate Honor bleeding lies, 

« With not a friend to clofe his eyes ;” 
Where fell Oepręſton clanks his chain, 
And Pity pleads, but picads in vain 
And ſavage Mars ſeverely ſmiles, 

And Pain rewards the warriors tolls, 

« Turn, my Aleides, turn to me. 
And will not Hercules be free? 7 
One look—one tender look beſtow != 
Ah! nurſe not vohmtary woe. 

I come with fondeft care to pleaſe, 

To lap thee in Elyfian eaſe, 

To ſoothe with charming ſounds thy ſoul, 
And hife's vexatious ftorms controul ; 
Whilſt joy's unclouded, ſun-hright rays, 
To gild the fortune of thy days: 

Whilſt Care, that like the bat of night, 
With darknefs dwells, and ſnuns the light, 
At Pleaſure's bright approach retires ; 

The lark alone to heaven aſpires,” 


All 


All 
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All as ſhe ſpoke, th* enamour'd boy, 
Bewilder'd in a world of joy, 
Drank the deſtruction of her tongue, 
And bleſt the raptures as ſhe. ſung— 
Delighted, raviſh'd, fix'd, amaz'd! 
He look'd, he figh'd, he bluſh'd, he gaz'd 
With ſecret joy the Syren view'd, 
And thus her guileful fong purſu'd : 
“ Creation's works my power declare, 
I people ocean, earth, and air. 
The ſcaly nations of the deep 
With me their mirthful revels keep, 
Sporting in coral bowers, where I 
Their pregnant pleaſures multiply; 
And :s they Kim the brine above, 
They dance for joy, and leap for love. 
Or, when the tempeſt's thunder raves, 
Secure beneath the wintry waves, 
They View the boiling billows riſe, 
Toſſiag the veſſel to the ſkies. 
When Ocean's freezing boſom teels 
The cold, that Winter's rage congeals, 
Safe from the rigours of the year, 
Nor blaſts, nor ſtorms, nor froſts they fear. 
No change of ſeaſons there they know, 
Tis Plea/urc's laſting ſpring below 4 
Thus all, who deep with Neptune dwell, 
Though mute, my triumphs loudly tell, 
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« The lawleſs tyrants of the wood - 
Pleaſure purſue, their nobleſt good. 
Panthers and Pards enjoy thy flames, 
Grappling their ſable-ſpotted dames. 
My voice, my precepts theſe obey, 
And art thou ſavager than they? 

« On me the tribes of air attend; 
T he plumy people call me friend-: 
I form their labour'd ſongs of love, 
And ſwell the concert of the grove. 
The ſtrong, victorious bird that bears 
Jove's forky thunders through the ſpheres, 
Bows to my yoke, and bends to me; 
Nor thou, my Son, art leſs than he. 
Since Pleaſure, then, thro? Nature reigns, 
And glad Creation wears my chains, 
Shall great Alcides, ſprung from Jove, 
"Whoſe birth is regiſter'd above, 
Diſdain the bleſſings of the ſky, 
Which Gods partake, and Gods ſupply ? 

Then take—tis Pleaſure's cup divine, 
That mantles with immortal wine, 
Who taſtes ſhall live, who drinks ſhall find 
One ſweet delirium of the mind, 
Where joy and boundleſs raptures reign.— 
Life without Pleaſure were but pain.“ 

She ended: but her words impart 
Reliftleſs tranſpart to his heart. 


Awhile 


C 
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-Awhile irreſolute he ſtood, 
Divided, charm'd, but not ſubdu'd. 


Panting and pale his colour flies, 

Loſt in ſweet tumults of ſurprize ; 

Now trembling, fainting, doubting, dying, 
Now half- reſolved, now haif-complying ; 
His hand he.ſtretched, with fatal haſte, 
The death-empoiſon'd cup to taſte, 
When Virtue interpos'd her voice, 

And fix'd his fluctuating choice. 

Sublime her front, and in her mien, 
Mildneſs with . majeſty was ſeen ; 

Such majeſty as gilds the morn, 

When dawn's bright daughter firſt is born. 
No looſe deſires her dreſs betray'd, 

The decent Graces deck'd the mai. 

White were her robes; and on theſe robes 
Mere pictur'd heaven's reſplendent globes; 
The full-orb'd moon, th' unwearied ſun, 
Whoſe endleſs courſe is never done; 
Orion, flaming in the ſky, 


The Morn, and Phoſphor's golden eye: 
There, with her ſword and balance ſhone 


Aſtræa on a ſtarry throne: 


No-bandage bound her piercing ſight, 


Keen, and intuitively bright ; 
For yet ſhe .ruled, nor man had drives 
Th' offended fugitive to heaven. 


Here 
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Here Congueft in her blood-ſtain'd car, 
By eagles drawn, advanc'd to war: 
Here Terra's giant offspring ſtand :— 
Each holds a mountain in his hand; 
Striving Olympus to invade, 

With Pelion's weight on Oſſa laid. 


And thrice they ſtrove, and toſs'd on high 


The rocky ruin to the (ky : 

But Jove in thunders ruſhed, and hurt'd 
The miſcreants to tl infernal world. 
Imperial turrets crown'd her head, 
With palms and peaceful olives ſpread ; 
Immortal meeds, that bloom in ſong, 
And ſtill to heroes“ fame belong! 

A flaming ſword, as lightning bright, 
She rajs'd ;—too ſtrong for mortal ſight. 
On her left arm, advanc'd before, 

A ſhield of adainant ſhe bore, 

On whoſe broad boſs uproſe in fire 
Huge Hydras and Chimeras dire; 

The terror of Arcadia's plain; 

The Gold, by dragons watch'd in vain; 
Geryon's triple-bodied frame ; 

Nemea's fierce monſter, breathing flame; 
The Dog of Death, whoſe hideous yell 
Howls through the bleak abyſs of hell; 
The branching beaft, with brazen feet; 
The terror-teeming Bull of Crete; 


And 
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And on their mangled maſter fed 

The ſavage ſteeds of Diomed. 

Here, looſen'd of her zone,“ was ſeen 
Thermodon's ſtern axe-bearing Queen. 
Scar'd by the brazen din, upflew 

The foul Stymphalian birds in view, 
And as they mount the ſhaded air, 
Their flapping wings loud war declare. 
Himſelf amid the glorious toils, 
Graſping a club, and cloth'd with ſpoils; 
The much-admiring chief eſpies, 

And palms and pictur'd trophies riſe ! 
Bright earneſt of his future fame ! 

He views, he feels the kindling flame: 


The twelve labours of Hercules, which are here deſcribed on the ſhield 
of Virtue, it is preſu ned, have a good effect; they are not, however, all 
equally eaſy of ſolution. This of looſening the zone of the Amazon, as 
directed by Juno, it is difficult to account for, and remains unex- 
plained by the Critics. The old Geographers have placed the country of 
e Amazons in that of the modern Circaſhans, among whom it is poſe. 
ible, and even probable, that the remains of their original may be 
traced ; and as it is more likely to find them in the c//um: and mamers 
of a people than any where clic, the ceremony obſcrved by the preſent 
Circaſhen huſbands of cutting dhe be/t of their wives on the day of mar- 
ringe, which is ſacredly and religicuſly worn till marriage breaks it, may 
tc a gn of /eljucation of the woman to her new lord an] maſter. who by 
this ceremony may be ſaid to have conquered her, and to hold ber + 2 
t mbo] in ſub:eftion. This, however, is ſubmitted to th» 1cuned by 
way of conjectuie an'y. 
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His bold heart beats; his panting ſoul 
Expands, and burns for glory's goal. 
Pleas'd Virtue mark'd the godlike man, 
Seiz'd the glad omen, and began: 

& Hail, matchleſs youth ! immortal ſeed 
Of Jove, from whom the brave proceed; 
Would'ſt thou be happy follow me 
True greatneſs heaven reſerves for thee. 
The Gods with vigour ſtrung thy frame, 


They gave thy ſoul with Mars to flame, 


That thou in glory might'ſt excel, 

But moſt the monſter, Paſſion, quell. 
From Heaven I come, thy ſteps to guide, 
'To fall, or conquer by thy ſide ; 

To lead thee to the founts of Truth, 
And match thee with immortal youth, * 
What claims reſpect, what draws renown, 
*Tis Labour gains, and T o:ls that crown 
Whate'er is glorious, great, or fair, 

Is Virtue's boaſt, and Virtue's care. 
Would'ſt thou be honour'd by the State ? 
In arms defend her—and be great. 

Thy country calls thee to the field ; 
*Tis thine to vanquitſh, thine to ſhield ; 


* By the marriage of Hercules with Hebe, the ancients meant that 


the deeds of heroes bloom undi nuniſhed through time, and live, as it 
were, in perpetual youth, 
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To tame the rude, uncultur'd ſoil, 
And make the deſart Graces ſmile ; 
Adorning with the arts of Peace, 

The glory and the guard of Greece. 
Shall Sloth, ſhall Muſic's ſoothing ſtrains, 
Unman the virtue in thy veins ? 

If muſic muſt thy paſſions fire, 
Let praiſe, thy country's praiſe inſpire 
Let War's alarms thy breaſt inflame, 
The mufic of a hero's name.“ 

Let the ſhrill trumpet ſhake thy ſoul, 
Let Mars the battle's thunder roll: 

Be each inglorious care ſuppreſs'd, 
And warm the warrior in thy breaſt, 
From Virtue's hill what proſpects riſe, 
Though labour in the conqueſt lies! 
Unfading beauties bloom around, 
Sweet-warbling airs celeſtial ſound ; 
Aſcending from the vale below, 
Health's own ambroſial odours blow; 
And golden ſuns for ever ſhine, 

To make thy life on earth divine. 


* Themiftocles being afked what fort of mufic he moſt admired 9 
The voice of him,“ replied tht hero, c that beſt ſounds the praifes of 
" my actions. — An Anſwer worthy of the man that made it. 
Horace beautifully alludes to the muſic of a good name, 

« Das aliquid famæ, quæ carmine gratior aurem 

% Occupet humanam ?” Lib. II. Epiſt. 2. 
M2 Or 
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Or ſhould one ſorrow intervene 
To ſadden the delightful ſcene, 
*Tis Pity's tender drops that flow 
For miſerable man below. 

„ Delighting and delighted, I 
Dwell with the bleſt above the iky. 
The Graces in my train are ſeen, 
My handmaids they, and I their Queen : 
Thoſe Graces that on Wiſdom wait, 
When Jove's proud daughter moves in ſtats, 
J guard the good man's peaceful door, 
And make his happineſs ſecure : 
And 'tis th' induſtrious labourers lot 
To find me conſtant at his cot. 
Then mark the moral I adviſe, 
*Tis Wiſdom ſpeaks, nor Wiſdom lies: 
To curb the monſters of the mind, 
(Thoſe monſters that enſlave mankind) 
The light of Reaſon firſt was giv'n, 
A beam to man deriv'd from heaven. 
But Pleaſure's ſpecious ſmiles of joy 
Riot's mad ſons of Mirth deſtroy : 
Her cups with pois'nous juices fill'd, 
Though myrtles crown, and roſes gild, 
Unnerve the ſtrong, the gay conſume, 
And lay their triumphs in the tomb, 
The body's health her feaſts impair, 
IV hilt the ſick ſenſe half loaths its fare; 
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But VirTve's well-earn'd meals afford 
Banquets, unknown to Pleaſure's board. 
Then dare be great.— This ſword and ſhield, 
Which none like thee ſo well can wield, 
(The ſame to Mars by Wiſdom giv'n, 
The glorious workmanſhip of heaven) 
At once thy guide and guard ſhall prove, 

To fit thee for the feaſts of Jove.” 

She ſaid, The hero paus'd awhile, 
Allur'd by Pleaſure's golden ſmile ; 
For the falſe Syren caſt a look, 
That half his reſolution ſhook ; 
But Jove that inſtant warm'd his ſoul, 
And bade his loudeſt thunders roll, 
Alcides hail'd the voice divine, 
« And © Virtue! Firtue! J am thine; 
Be thou my choice, be thou my guide!“ 
Jove's mighty ſon traniported cry'd. 

Indignant Pleaſure then began--- 


„ Ceaſe thy proud boaſt, ambitious man! 
I ſee, nor diſtant is the day, 


I ſee, vain Greece! thy power decay: 

I ſee corruption, ſloth, and luſt, 

Daſh thy proud glories in the duſt, 

I ſee thy virtue, Sparta, fled ; 

I ſee thy freedom, Athens, dead ; 

Lo! Rome receives my willing chain, 

And half the nations bleſs my reign, 
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Even Britain's {elf unmann'd I ſee, 

Her braveſt youth ſhall bend to me ; 

Her warriors into women grow, 

Arm'd leſs for ſervice than for ſhow. 

Her chiefs the quarter-deck ſhall quit, 

On ſofas with the fair to fit, 

And Sloth's foft-cuſhion'd couch be ſpread, 

For the hard hammock's flock-bound bed; 

While muſic, mirth, and maſque, and ſong, 

Emaſculate the bold and ſtrong. 

Her clergy, as they pray for bread, 

Shall pimp for thoſe by whom they're fed ; 

And ſtall- proud dignities be mine, 

To ſanct fy the dull divine, 

For whom in Pleaſure's feſtive hall, 

The fatteſt of the flock ſhall fall. 

Her lawyers, arm'd with poiſon'd quills, 

Like vultures ſhall advance their 61/5 ; 

And Harpies on the wings of fraud 

Come ruſhing, flying all abroad. 

Where Ifis winds her willowy way, 

And Cam's flow-circling eddies play; 

Her youth ſhall lift the coxcomb head, 

With Pleaſure's ſweets profuſely ſpread: 

Nor Learning's odours there ſhall riſe, 

But Fops to Folly ſacrifice; 

And Grace, and Cheſterfield melt down 
The bullion of the Britiſh crown. 
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Or, ſhould our promis'd empire fail, 
And Virtue one ſhort hour prevail, 
Italian airs my powers ſhall fix, 

By fiddles propp'd, and. fiddle - ſticks. 
Mara's ſweet ſhake ſhall lull the land, 
Lords with Giardini lead the band, 
Caftrato ſwell the full-voic'd choir, 
And manhood's ſelf in ſqueaks expire; 
And laſt, by each unthinking fool, 
VII rvs be turn'd to ridicule, 

Thus Pleaſure's empire all ſhall own, 
And Britain vindicate my throne.“ 


She ſaid, and inſtant ſhot from fight, 
But dropp'd her mantle in her flight. 


ON THE SIGHT OF MISS VASS AL.“ 
AT MRS. JOLLIFFE'S MASQUERADE, 


February 27, 1786. 


BY RICHARD PAUL JODRELL, ESQ, 


IMPERIAL nymph! ill-fuited is thy name 

To ſpeak the wonders of that radiant frame: 
Where'er thy ſov'reign form on earth is ſeen, 
All eyes are—VassALs ;—thou alone, a queen. 


* Since married to Sir Godfrey Webſter, of Battle Abbey, Suſſex 
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Eruditiime Coalleè, tu eris ſemper mibi mag nus Apollo. 


Cow PAR'D with great Lettſom, how little is Herſchel, 
A world he diſcover'd, but Lettſom the Wurzell ; 
That far diſtant orb with contempt we ſhould treat, 
What good will it do ? Now the root we can eat, 
Herſchel's far is thus prov'd much inferior to beet. 


ON THE PREMATURE DEATH OF CLOE 
SNAPPUM, 


A LADY's FAVOURITE LAP-DOG, 
A No D*ESPRIT, BY DR. FOTHERGILI, OF BATH, 


Quis a:fiderio fit fudor aut modus 
Tam—cari CAPITIS ! Hos, 


POOR Clo on Delia's downy lap 

Took many a ſweet and balmy nap; 
When Delia breath'd the evening air, 
Olo friſk'd and gambol'd near the fair: 
Full oft, indeed, the pamper'd elf, 
Like Bladud's pig, o'er- ſlept himfelf; 
When pinch'd by Damon, wicked wight, 


She'd loudly ſnore—then ſnap and bite; 
Dart 
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Dart ſquinting eye—prick ſwivel ear, 

And in ſhrill Joww-wow accents ſwear. 

But now poor Cloe's race is run— 

Adien to roguiſh mirth and fun. 

Two doctors held a learn'd debate 

On Cloe's caſe—alas, too late ! 

For at the ruthleſs tyrant's call, 

Monkies, and men, and lap-dogs fall! 
Remember this—ye belles and beaux, 

Your eyes, like her's, at length muſt cloſe !— 
Soon muſt ye quit your ſprightly mirth, 
And mingle with your parent earth ! 

Where Kings, and Queens, and Peers of State, 
With—lep-dogs ſhare one common fate 
Thus Delia mourn*'d—while in each eye 
The big broad drop ſtood trembling by. 


Now Clo's ſoft ſkin—dear, precious ſtuff! 
Adorns fair Delia's fav'rite muff: 
Still gliſtens while 'tis gently preſs'd, 
And fondly by the nymph careſs'd ; 
Now jvoths her arm, her lips, her cheek, 
Still pleas'd to“ dwell in dimple ſleek.“ — 
But ſtop—methinks Pve ſaid enough 
Oh, iſappy—happy—happy muff! 

DANION.- 
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ON DELIA's BIR TH-DAY. 


AN ANACREONTEC,-BY THE SAME. 


Nunc eff bibendum, nunc pede libero 
Pulſando tellas. HORs 


PREPARE, ye {wains, the jocund lay 
To welcome DELI1A's natal day: 
Around your brows the myrtle bind, 
Commit your ſorrows to the wind : 

Let Love, and Joy, and mirthful Glee, 
This day your boon companions be. 
Come, join the gay—the jovial throng, 
Begin the dance —begin the ſong 
Let ſparkling brimmers crown the feaſt, 
© Then welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt.“ 
Let ſprightly wit and mirth abound, 
While lovely Delia's health goes round. 


Attune your notes to Delia's praiſe, 
For well the nymph deſerves your lays ; 
From morn to eve prolong the tale, 
And render vocal ev'ry vale; 

Search ev'ry wood, and grove, and plain, 
Jou ſcarce will meet her like again,” 
| DAMON. 


ELE- 


ar 


ELEGIAC S TANZ As, 


SACRED 


To the Memory of a much-lamented friend, who, bathing 
in the Sea on the Coaſt of Pembrokeſhire, was, by a ſud- 
den Swell, waſhed away and unfortunately drowned, on 
the 2d of Auguſt, 19581. What rendered the Cataſtrophe 
Hill more melancholy, was its happening in the Preſence of 
4 mutual Friend of the Deceaſed and the Author, 


WRITTEN BY M T. FITZGERALD, ESQ» 


Finis Vitæ ejus nobis luctuoſus. 
| TACT. IN AGRIC®OL. 


WHAT Muſe of Pity ſhall my heart invoke, 
What mournful meaſure to expreſs its grief, 

Lament the focial bond ef friendſhip broke, 
And venting forrow give my breaſt relief! 


How vain are all the purpoſes of man, 

Our hopes of happineſs and dreams of love! 
Fruitleſs the ſcenes our fond ideas plan, 

While doubtful hangs the balance from above. 


Full in the pride of bold aſpiring youth, 
With active health, and cheerful ſpirits bleſs'd, 
Pye loſt a friend—a friend of matchleſs truth, 
Whoſe mind each gen'rous virtue ſure poſſeſs d !. 
M 6 And 
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And chou, Eugene, whom Heav'n in pity ſpar'd, 
And left me not a friendleſs wretch to mourn, 


What agonizing pangs thy boſom ſhar'd, 
When hapleſs Carlos from thy ſight was borne! 


Ah, cruel wave! that waſh'd him from the ſhore, 
And broke a link of friendſhip's ſacred chain! 

Why would'f thou not unto his friend reſtore 
The breathleſs body from the dreary main? 


Alas! his corpſe expos'd to parching wind, 
Floats o'er the ſurface of the treach'rous deep! 
(Oh, wretched mortals, to the future blind!) 


I little thought his timeleſs death to weep. 


And ſuch a death !—ere half his days were flown, 
Juſt as he enter*d on the world's wide ſtage; - 

When all thoſe ſeeds in ripen'd ſtrength had grown, 
Which Virtue planted in an early age. 


No friendly care his relicks to attend, 
Nor decent ſtone his merits to record.; 


No warning ſent of his approaching end, 
Nor knowledge of the awful, dread award! 


Yet with ſubmiſſion let us humbly bend, 

And be our guilty murm'rings all ſuppreſs'd ! 
The Almighty call'd to Heav'n my much-lov'd friend, 
And what his will decrees muſt prove the 3%. 


And 
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And tho' no pompous honours are beſtow's, 
No fun'ral rights upon his wat'ry bier; 
Friendſhip ſhall pay the debt fo juſtly ow'd, 
And yield the annual tribute of a tear. 


Oft as that fatal morning ſhall return, 
That gave my friend for ever to the wave, 
Fancy before my eyes ſhall place his urn, 
And call his image from the wat'ry grave. 


Then, when the viſion opens to my view, 
His many virtues Mem'ry ſhall impart ; 

And proving to our friendſhip ever true, 
Shall write his Epitaph—upon my heart! 


ON MR. MASON'S ABUSE OF THE LATE DR. SAMUEL 
JOHNSON, IN THE MEMOIRS OF MR. WILLIAM 


WHITEHEAD. 


WHILE Johnſon ſpoke poor Maſon's wrath was 
dumb, | | 

But Johnſon filenc'd, prattles o'er his tomb. 

Thus, at ſome eagle ſlain, once frighted crows, 

With daſtard vengeance aim their puny blows. 

Maton ! what wreath ſhall grace that critic's head, 

Who fear'd the living, but inſults the dead? 


ON 
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en SEEINC THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE IN AN 
HALF-MASK AT THE OPERA HOUSE GALA IN 1787, 


O QUITE reveal that heav'uly face, 
Where Lovz and all his cutxvss play! 

So Mom's firſt bluſh in ſhades we trace, 
And anxious wait the brilliant day. 


BROOKES's GALA, 
April, 17892 
A1R 
SUNG BY KELLY AND STORACE. 


CHORUS, 


Hark! heard you not yon joyful cry, 
That loudly tore the echoing ſky ? 
"Twas BRITIAx's voice—to Heav'n her thanks aſcend, 
Thanks for her King reſtor'd, her Father, and her 
Friend. 
DUETTO. 


No more, by fears oppreſs'd, 
The mother beats her breaſt, 
Or, loſt in anguiſh wild, 
Hangs weeping o'er her child. 


CHORUS, 


( 254 1 
CHORUS; 


Forth from the cloud, which late his face o'erſpread, 
The Star of Brunſwick burſt, a purer light to ſhed, 


CHORUS. 
Come then, ſweet Minſtrelſy and Song, 
And youthful Dance trip it along ; 


Come gay-ey'd Mirth and frolic Sport, 
Not the looſe joys of Comus Court. 


Oo D E 
ON THE 


RESTORATION OF HIS MAJESTY, 


RECITED BY 


WRITTEN BY MR. MERRY. 


REFULGENT from his zenith height, 
The vaſt orb ſhow'rs the living light, 
While roſeate Beauty hails the bounteous ſtream z 
Gigantic Ocean drinks the blaze, 
Wild on his boundleſs billows plays, 
And ſhakes his glitt'ring treſſes to the beam. 


But 
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But ſee, engender'd in the gloom 
Of ſullen Night's unhallow'd womb, 
Dim clouds ariſe, and vapours fell; 
Onward they ſpeed their baneful flight, 
ppread o' er the Heav'ns their ſhadowy ſpell, 
Deform the promis'd day, and veil the glorious ſight. 


Ah! now far off the tim'rous pleaſures haſte, 
Sad Silence ſlumbers in the lining waſte : 
From her lorn cave poor Melancholy ſteals, 

And ſcarce a ſigh her ſecret pang reveals; 
Huſh'd are the zephyrs, mute the tuneful grove, 


The notes that wak'd to joy, the gales that whiſper'd 
love. 


— hut ſhort the mournful change—behold 

Again from high the radiant ſplendour roll'd ; 

See, the freſh flow'rs with brighter tints are ſpread, 
And richer colours paint the mountain's head ; 

The wanton river, more luxuriant, leads 

His ſilv'ry current through the laughing meads ; 

A tweeter ſong the feather'd minſtrel tries, 

Far ſweeter perfumes from the bloſſoms riſe ; | 
"Tis Nature's incenſe fills the bright'ning ſkies, 


— So when thy luſtre, George, awhile 
Was loft to Britain's ſorrowing idle, 


Appall'd 
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Appall'd, we ſhrunk beneath the blow; 
The boldeſt heart confeſt diſmay, 
Deſpair o'ercaſt our Glory's day, 
Witneſs'd a Sov'reign's worth, and ſpoke a nation's woe. 


— hut riſing now to tranſport from her fears, 
Health be to George, our King, Britannia cries 
Waft the warm wiſh, ye gales that riſe, 

Spread the glad ſounds, ye echoing ſpheres, 

Where'er Britannia proud her victor ſceptre rears; 
Let diſtant Continents declare 
The glorious cauſe that wakes a nation's care, 

When in diſaſter's heavy hour | 
Dire fickneſs clouds the Monarch's brow, 
Tis that unſhrinking from his hallowed vow, 

That Monarch, to his free-born people juſt, 

Reigns but for thoſe who gave him pow'r, 

And makes it glory to deſerve the truſt, 

Long reſt the tceptre in his equal hand, 

And to his way may Heav'n propitious be; 
Long may he rule a willing land, 

But, oh ! for ever may that land be free ! 


Have we not ſeen a threat'ning world combine 
To tear the laurels from Britannia's ſhrine ; 

Seen countleſs navies load the weary main, 
Legions on legions ſwell th' embattl'd plain? 

Yes, with diſdain have ſeen them, and they know 
How quick the bold preſumption ends in woe: 


1 


As when of yore, on Poictier's purple field, 

Gaul's regal'd lord reſign'd his lilied ſhield ; 

When CxEss v's troops the ſable Chief rever'd, 

And firſt In Dit on his plumes appear'd. 

- So ſtil] the vanquiſh'd foes of Albion find, 

Nought can refiſt th? unconquerable mind; 

From Elliot's thunder, Rodney's rage they fly, 

Fate gives th' inſpiring word—'Tis GzoxcEs and Lt« 
BERTY | 


Fairy people ! ye who dwell 

In fragrant Ev'ning's vap'ry cell, 
To the clear moon oft repair, 

And quaff the ſpirit of the air! 
Bear Rritannia's votive wreath; 
Where the gentleſt zephyrs breathe ; 
Lave it in the ſapphire tides, 
Where immortal Fame reſides ; 
Mark the leaves which vaiour wove, 
Gather'd by the hand of Love; 
Virtue bleſs'd them as ſhe view'd, 
'Tis the wreath of gratitude ! 


——— Yet {till a noble palm to Britain's heir 

Let the fond ardour of affection bear; 

Juſt ſo the favour'd PRINCE, in whom we trace 
The brighteſt glories of 'the Brunſwick race ; 
Unfeign'd benevolence, grace void of art, 
The mildeſt nature, and the firmeſt heart; 

; Feel» 
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Feelings, that ſhare the grateful bliſs they give, 
When bluſhing bounty bids the ſuff*rer live ; 
The pride of gen'rous worth which pants to prove, 
His deareſt birthright is the people's love; 
His beſt ambition to revere that law, 
Which holds the free-born heart in willing awe. 
Such are the virtues happy Britons own, 
Diffuſe reflected luſtre on a throne, 
And lo! HIBERNIA, from her fertile coaſt, 
Leans o'er the lucid waves to hear the boaſt ; 
Then paily ſtrikes her harp's melodious ſtring, 
And with the fond applauſes greets the ſpring ; 
Greets the light blaſt which jocund ſpeeds away, 
To where the Atlantic claſps the ſinking day. 
Spread, ye ſoft gales, our nation's honour raiſe, 
And blend in kindred fame fraternal praiſe. 
Tho' thou, ingenuous Yorx, all praiſe diſclaim, 
And in a brother's glory ſeek thy fame, 
Howe'er with conſcious worth thy boſom glows, 
Thou art the foe of none but Freedom's foes. 
Bleſt be thoſe youths whoſe love and duty wait, 
To guard the public parent of the State 
And bleſt the Father, who when ills invade, 
From Heav*n and Nature claims the ſureſt aid. 
Sullen Hate and Party Spleen, 
Pride and Envy quit the ſcene! 
Friendſhip here, and Pleaſure bind 
Flow'ry fetters on the mind; 
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Female charms around confpire--- 
Beaming love, and ſoft defire ; 

Forms celeſtial, that ſurpaſs 

Thoſe beheld in Fancy's glaſs, 

When the youthful Poet's eye 

Meets the viſion'd eeſtaſy. 

Sous of Freedom, hither haſte, 

Only you the bliſs can taſte, 

Only you have pow'r to prove 

What is Beauty, what is Love. 

Sons of Freedom, hither throng, 

Join with us the loyal ſong, 

Till in giad concord ev'ry heart agree, 
Bxauxswick's bleſt line—BrITANNIA's liberty, 


Written in Ireland, in Auguſt, 1786. 
MARGARET NICHOLSON, 


BY R. ]. 


AN attempt we know has been made to aſſaſſinate his 
Majeſty. That gracious Providence, which all good men 
ſhould pray may ſtill continue to guard his ſacred perſon, 
has been pleaſed to preſerve him from a danger ſo immi— 
nent, and ſo ſurpriſing. In the memory of no man liv- 
ing have the internal annals of Great Britain been ſtained 
with an atrocity fo uncongenial to the ſpirit of that coun- 
try. The preſs and idle tongues have too often ſcattered 

their 


' ( a6; 


their obloquy and treaſon upon Royalty, but till now the 
knife has not been unſheathed againſt the life of our Sove- 
reign. A woman's, it 1s true, and a lunatic's, was the 
hand which rais'd the weapon, and his Majeſty's royal 
clemency inſtantly forbad any rigour to be uſed towards 
her. Such preſence of mind, and ſuch humanity, re- 
quire no ornament; they pronounce at once their own 
panegyric. Yet, though the perpetration was fruſtrated, 
the very idea of ſuch a crime muſt kindle every latent 
ſpark of fervour andloyaltyin every honeſt breaſt through 

his dominions. 
Many, no doubt, will be the ignorant exaggerations, 
and not fewer, perhaps, the vague conjectures in conſe- 
quence of this ſhocking incident; frenzy too may not. in 
general be ſo eaſily traced up to its ſource, as avoided in 
its outrages ; but though this horror will end where it 
began, in madneſs, yet Prudence may take inſtruction 
from it. A ſpirit of traiterous licentiouſneſs has too long 
pervaded and diſgraced the publications ſpread over the 
Britiſh Empire---like cankers, they eat their way into the 
core of Loyalty. While the atrabilious blood of England 
grows blacker at their peruſal, viſions of abuſe and re- 
formation perplex the crazy fancy of their readers, till 
the moſt ſanguinary and wicked enterprizes appear to be 
the moſt conſtitutional, becauſe they are the moſt ſum- 
mary and deſperate. Had our King no other claim to 
the reſpectful allegiance of his people, the firſt title in 
our Law (while we have any) ought not to be beſpattered 
with 
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with ſhameleſs ſcurrility, and made ſubſtantive to the 
vileſt epithets : beſides the treaſon, they defeat the pur - 
poſe they would effect, debaſing the nations which can 
tolerate, and not the Prince, who muſt deſpiſe them. 
Diſguſtful in the fouleſt degree to every liberal under. 
ſtanding, they produce more ſerious ill conſequences 
than the mere loathing or indignation of Gentlemen. The 
ignorance of foreign nations believe, or their cunning 
emiſſaries pretend to believe, that the Aſſertors of the 
Britiſh Conſtitution are grown weary of its boaſted pre- 
eminence, that all diſtinctions being confounded, all re- 
ſpe& to decency loſt, even Majeſty itſelf openly reviled 
with brutal impunity, ſuch a State muſt be upon the 
brink of Anarchy, and is prepared to fling itſelf into the 
chains of Deſpot. The moſt powerful they know is moſt 
likely to rule in the chaos. It would be great*injuſtice to 
the motive which excites theſe apprehenfions to charge 
the Writer of this well-intended paper with a wiſh to re- 
ſtrain the free diſcuſſion of any public meaſure, or the juſt 
cenſure of undeſerving Miniſters, He would ſtep for- 
ward to reſtrain Majeſty itſelf in all its pomp and ſplen- 
dour, if he ſaw it attempting to ſtride over the barriers of 
Law and the Conſtitution ; but that reſtraint to be re- 
ſpected ſhould be reſpectful, nor ought the gentry of 
theſe Realms to forget that, though Liberty be their in- 
heritance, they were born ſubjects. During the reign 
of his Preſent Majeſty, this Kingdom has emerged from 
a ſtate of obſcurity and depreſſion, where ſhe had long 

law 
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lain groveling under his Predeceſſors. A vindictive retro- 
ſpect to our former unmerited condition can but fill the 
public mind with gloomy diſſatisfaction, fruſtrating at 
once the means of preſent enjoyment, and ebſtrutting 
thoſe of future acquiſition, It is the ſpleen of a Miſan- 
thrope, not the ſenſe of a Politician, The delegated au- 
thority of this Government is now in the hands of a noble 
Perſon of unblemiſhed honour and of tried refolution, 
We have experienced ſuch qualities in our preſent Vice- 
roy, and may no ſavage exceſſes among the lower orders 
of the People, nor any dangerous and ill- timed competi- 
tions of thoſe in a ſphere above them, compel us ſpeedily 

to ſeek for the ſame 1n the Duke of Rutland's Succeſſor, 
That Miniſters have not been permanent, has been a 
heavy misfortune, eſpecially in this latter æra, to this un- 
toward country, nor is it to be aſcribed, as ſome have 
careleſsly perſuaded themſelves, either to the defign or to 
the levity of his Majeſty. Give other cauſes a fair exa- 
mination, and we ſhall find the true one. A remote Co- 
lonial War, at once fomented and decided at home, un- 
gracious in its object, and in its proſecution embarraſſed 
by all the impediments which nature could interpoſe 
againſt it; the ambitious and intriguing policy of our 
natural enemies, humiliated for a time by defeats, but 
always vigilant and aſpiring ; the high diſſentious temper 
of parties in the ſeat of dominion ; in ſhort, a combina» 
tion of difticulties have too often forced the Crown to 
bow with the gale of public opinion, while unfortunately 
that 
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that gale has not been, at any period, long enough 
ſteady ; Miniſters of courſe have been ſlüfted with it. 
But whatever part we may chuſe to aſſign to his Majeſty 
in theſe movements, no well- informed man has charged 
him with indifference to the welfare of this Iſland. On 
the contrary, his Royal protection, and encouragement 
of Ireland have ſometimes excited jealouſy, or the atfec- 
tation of it, in the boſoms of ſome of his temporary 
Counſellors ; ſo that whatever connections or partial re- 
gards may be among us for any particular ſet of men, 
the King is, or Iam certain ought to be, the firſt collec- 
tive object of our affection and duty. 

Next to the wild enormity of the attempt to deprive 
our moſt excellent and amiable Sovereign of his life, 
would be that of ſuffering conjecture or ſuſpicion to wan- 
der beyond what has been made manifeſt to the world. 
It is not poſſible that any true Britiſh or Iriſh heart could 
be depraved or cowardly enough to ſuggeſt a traiterous 
aſſaſſination as an expedient for any purpoſe whatſoever. 
It will end where it begun, in the inſanity of a wretched 
woman. A Clement and a Ravillac were the offspring of 
an enſlaved Country, and their deeds the genuine brood 
of Monkery and Fanaticiſm ;---before ſuch fiends the 
Tyrant, and the Father of his People, fall without diſ- 
tinction. The generous hiſtorians, even of an arbitrary 
Government, ſenſible of the true cauſe wh. Princes are 
not ſafe upon their thrones or in their ch.mbers, conti- 


zue to poſterity the deteſtation of ſuch monſters, With 
the 


1 


the lame ſpirit, and with one voice, may the People of 
theſe Realms execrate the late example, and devoutly 
offer up their acknowledgements to the King of Kings 
tor the preſervation of their Sovereign! 


A FRIEND TO THE CONSTITUTION. 


IN 3 CHI AY SED IN 


9N A TEMPLE AT CASTLE-TOWN, THE SEAT OF THY 
RIGHT HON, THOMAS CONOLLY, IN THE COUNTY 
OF KILDARE, DEDICATED TO CAROLINE COUNTESS 
OF BUCKINGHAM, 


You, gentle ſpirits, who approach this ſeat, 

Enter with thoughts compos'd and reverent feet ; 

While art and nature charm th' admiring eye, 

Give the ſoft tribute of one tender figh 

To her, who, diſtant, glads ſome happier ſphere, 

Yet leaves her lov'd idea ever here. 

Here beauteous Caroline was wont to ſhun 

The dazzling blaze of yon meridian ſun; 

And here retir'd, from his bright beams withdrew 

The nobleſt object thoſe bright beams cou'd view, 

A gen'rous breaſt with glowing kindneſs warm, 

A heart unſpotted, and an angels form. 

Hail, dear retreat! may ev'ry ſylvan pow'r 

With care diſtinguiſhi'd guard this favour'd bow'r! 
R. JEPHSON, 


Vor, III. N EXTEM- 


ere 
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TO THE LATE MRS. GARDINER., 


FROM MR. JEPHSON, 


Mapa! I write an bumble ſuitor to you. 
There is an actreſs, Mrs. Taplin hight, 

Whoſe benefit comes on next Saturday, 

Fam'd As you Like It is the ſpectacle, 

Invading Harlequin's the Interlude, 

And plump Mi, Pope plays Dorothea Snip. 

To theſe ſucceeds, by way of Petite Piece, 

The Maſque of Comus, which the eyeleſs Bard 

(Britanrnia's Homer) in immortal verſe 

Gave to th' admiring world, where moral grave, 

Pleaſure's allurements, and the revel route 

Of Bacchanalian Riot, Dance, and Song, 

The cup of Circe, and the Sorcerer's wand, 

Bright Spirits clad in weeds from Iris woof, 

And Senſuality with Porker's ſnout, 

And virtuous Lady ſpurning liquoriſh baits, 

Bold in the praiſe of ſun-clad Chaſtity, 

And Youths full of wiſe ſaws and ſentences, 

(The frequent lore of Eld's oft-razor'd lip) 

In mingled meaſure charm the eye and ear. 
A Diſſertation on a Hobby-horſe, 


Pronounc'd by Mr, Taplin, crowns the ſcene, 


 EXTEMPORE LUDICROUS MILTONIC VERSES, 


Now 
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Now hear the ſtory of this Taplin's wight, 
And the brief cauſe of my ſoliciting. 

Dyer, who trod ſo long the various ſtage 

In ſock or buſkin, (now he treads no more, 
Save there be theatres in Plato's realm) 

Her father was—the anceſtors of Tighe * 
Cheriſh'd with foſt'ring hand the blameleſs man, 
And Tig he, our friend to Dyer's only child, 
Extends his kind protection: he to me 

Has recommended her, and prays me join 
To his my interceſſion, that your form, 
Fairer than Paris lov'd, or Xeuxis drew, 

May grace a ſide-box at her benefit. 

Mznchin 4 and Boyd, ? and many a comely ny mph 
Fond to be ſeen, but fonder to oblige, 

Bring with you, room there 1s enough for all, 
Tho” your whole mother 8 ſwell the company. 
But, oh! whate'er you determine, Lady! 
Apprize me quickly, by a written note, 

Or meſſige verbal, or a kinder call 

On me or conſort near the Caſtle-Hall. 


April, 1770. R. J. 


Nr. Edward Tighe, a very reſpectable character, well known in 
the literary and theatrical circles of Great Britain and Ireland, 

+ Aſterwards Mrs, V. Montgomery, 

+ Now Counteſs of Carhampton. 

$ A Lady remarkable for her beauty and embonpeint. 


N 2 BUR» 
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BURLESQUE MIL TONIC. 


EXTEMPORE ANSWER TO AN INVITATION FROM THE 
LATE MRS. GARDINER TO DANCE WITH HER AT A 
BALL. AT HER SISTER's, THE HON, MRS. BERES- 
FORD'S, IN 1778. 


Kino Summoner ! expect me not in vain, 
With thee to lead the mazy country dance, 
Where fiddles loud with clanging dulcimore, 
Tabor and pipe enliv'ning, or full tone 

From ſurlier chord, or wire reſponſive ſtruck, 
Or boxen tubes uttering far ſweeter breath 
Than the blind minſtrel's whiſkey-ſwilPd pour in, 
Inſpire the twinkling feet of all who crowd 

To ſhake thy beauteous ſiſter's trembling floors. 
Ill ſuits my mood with ſaltant revelry ; 

And admonitions ſage from Pæan's ſons, 
Deep-letter'd men, well cloak'd, 1ull periwig'd, 
Pulſe-feeling me prohibit : then my vow— 
(Raſh vow ! renew'd too oft and violate,) 
Thyfelf did hear it“ I no more wou'd make 
% My grizzling head the minton of my heels, 

« Nor bound, nor friſk, nor hop, nor riſe and fink 
« Mechanical, to impulſe of light ſounds,” 
Not that the honour of thy offer'd hands 
Inſenſible I prize not, or too proud, 

Reject as worthleſs, witneſs the delight 
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Their eloquent action, “ true interpreter 

Of mighty Shakeſpeare's ſoul ſo lately gave, 
When to my ears and eyes the ancient ſcene 
Was realiz'd—enthutattic Tighe 

Reciting, thou impaſiioning the ſtrain 

With geſture, look, and motion. So of old 
(If critics err not) on the Grecian ſtage, 

Or Latian, (huge capacious theatres) 

The multitudinous and diſtant throngs 
Received their poet's fenſe, one part expreſs'd 
By joint exertion of the two-fold mine. 

Know, I am held beſides by manacles 

Of long engagement to devote this night, 

Till blithe Hyperion glittering cheers the dawn, 
To other ſcenes than choral merriment, 

At diſtance many a rood from Marlborough Street. 
Then let ſome meeter, happier ſwain be bleſs'd 
To jig and amble vis-a-vis de vous. 

Share thou the nimble joy, if joy it be, 

With Sam, large headed, but well balanc'd too 
By prominence behind, or Staples bland, 

Or Ned portentous, grving import deep 


An epidemic hoarſeneſs prevented Mrs. Gardiner from reciting the 
words of Lady Macbeth, at a preparatory rehearſal of the tragedy on a 
private ſtage, Mr. Tighc, with his uſual alacrity, undertook to recite 
for her while ſhe accompanied the words with infinite grace and variety 


of action. 
N 3 To 
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To“ What's the clock?“ or, „which way blows the 
«wind ? : 
« Twice two count four, fire burns, and froſt is cold.” 
Or dance with T:ghe, for T :ghe with thee wou'd dance 
Abdominous, but not unmuſical; 
Or deep-mouthed Toler, (loud tho? little he) 
Or Hal of cordaged phiz, but air of ſwain 
Stanopian, high above the vulgar modes 
Of pain and pleaſure, bumpkin ſympathies ! 
Diſtortive ſorrow, feature warping grin, 
Ill ſeeming with diſcolour'd toothleſs gums, 
Or fangs of ebon die, whence iſſue oft | 
(Unlike the Sharon from thy roſy mouth) 
Peſtilent vapours, ſteams to love averſe : 
Plum down with flagging plumes ſoft Cupid's drop, 
As ſtrangled birds o'er foul Amſanctus pool, 
Give each or all thy hand for one ſhort night, 
But in thy breaſt a friendly corner keep 


For him who knows thy worth, and values thee. 
R. J. 


IXSCRIP. 
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INSCRIPTION 


FOR THE COTTAGE AT CASTLE-TOWN, DEDICATED TO 
MICHAELMAS-DAY,' 


By LADY L. A. CONOLLY. 


MICHAELMAS, my favourite day! 
Joy to thy returning ray! 

To thy dear propitious hour, 
Grateful I inſcribe this bow'r; 

Firſt, on thy bleſs'd noon I ſaw, 
Him whoſe will has been my law. 
Who ſuch law wou'd not approve, 
While its bond is mutual love! 

Here not pulſe nor poultry fail, 
Wholeſome bread nor amber ale, 
Water from yon plenteous ſtream, 
Harmleſs cards nor cheeſe of cream : 
You who like my cottage cheer, 
Love my love, and welcome here! 
All the reck'ning you need pay 

Is, to hail my favourite day. 


L. A. CONOLLY, 


„J LOOUTE 


As it might have been [poken at the Repreſentation of 


THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


BY THe p. OF R. 
WRITTEN BY JOHN KENT, ESQ. 


WHEN Beauty brin gs her whole artill'ry here, 
] ſink into a wangui/h'd engineer. 

In vain my heart each bartery employs, 

Whilſt, ſurer than the hall, her glance deſtroys ; 
No more the ſilenc'd fort a fire ſupplies, 

But, conquer'd, yields to carnonades of eyes! 


Gainſt blooming Damer's * elegance of mien, 

My /tores of ordnance yield not ane faſcine; 

My garriſons would, certainly, ſubmit, 

Attact*d by Campbell's + ſmiles, and Bruce's 1 wit. 
Preiumptuous ! to ſuppoſe that Hobart's & form, 
Invincible as charming, could not form 

The planted baſtion ! What She ſupplies, 
Circumwallation's fruitleſs breadth defies; 


* Mrs. Lovemore. + I.ady Conſtant. 1 Muſlin. 


d Widow Seitmour. 


er 


Wor 


Her coup de main deſtroys my coup de maitre, 

Defeats ſtart up where'er I reconnoitre . 

Such checks muſt change me to a fortre/ſ5-bater. 
On hope forlorn to beat my march afraid, 

When ev'ry a has flanks of ambuſcade ; 

When each redoubt, each lengthen'd enflade, 

Is, by her weight of metal ſwept abroad; 

If Amazons the breaft-xwork * will invade, 

My darling ſcience boaſts no gabionade. 


V. ithout cap:tulation—let me yield, 

Deſert the trenches—take the peaceful field. 
Nor, when the fair be/feger's train divine, 

At once blows up the depredating mine; 
Should I lament that ev'ry rampart fell, 

If hands like your's + would raiſe my citadel. 


So when the Paphian Queen—leſs fair than you, 

Th' unerring ſhaft from Cupid's quiver drew; 
Jeep in her Mars? breaſt ſhe plung'd the dart, 

Made ev'ry drop of warlike blood depart, 

And fill'd with love the ſubjugated heart. 


* PFuttiag his hand amoroutly upon his bearr, 


hen kimfelt to the female part of ths audience. 
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IN THE NEW COMEDY OF 


FALSE APPEARANCES. 
BY THE RIGHT HON, O2NBRAL CONWAY, 


I. 


FalREST nymph, while thus I moan, 
Blooming hope ſubmits to love; 

The ſtars are conſcious of each groan, 
Heav'n-born paſſions from above. 


II. 


The pitying plains ſhall ſee my anguiſh, | 
Bowing with a load of woe : 

| Morning, noon, and night, 1 languiſh, 

All on fire, from top to toe. 


III. 


Through Phlegethon my limbs are wading, 
In thy torrid zone of charms; 

Cupid aiding, love perſuading; 
Take, oh! take me to thy arms. 


INSCRIP- 
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IN UNI 


On a Temple at Caſtle-town, the Seat of MR. ConoLLy, 
in the County of Kildare, dedicated to the CHEVALIER 
LELAUNE, Captain of @ French Frigate, by LADPT 
Louisa CoNOLLY, 


WHILE Bourbon to thy martial fame, Lelaune, 
May raiſe the column, or inſcribe the ſtone ; 

To theſe calm ſeats thy gentler praiſe extends, 
Where foes to France are to thy virtue friends. 
Here pleas'd they tell when vict'ry on the wave 
Bright Leinſter captive to thy fortune gave 

When the rude element and ruder war 

Heav'd her ſoft breaſt “ with many an anxious care, 
How the fierce Gauls, when thy fair deeds they ſaw, 
Turn'd wild deſire to reverential awe ; 

Confeſs'd the wonder of her matchleſs charms, 

And conquer'd more by courteſy than arms ; 

This all admire, but moſt a ſiſter's love, 

Studious to honour what her thoughts approve, 

Oft owns the gen'rous victor of the ſea, 

And gives this ſhrine to gratitude and thee, * 


R. JEPHSON. 


* The Ducheſs Dowager of Leinſter, in the laſt war with Ametica 
and France, had four ſons in actual ſervice with his Majeſty's forces. 
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LINES ON THE PRINCESS ELIZABETH 


BATHING IN THE SEA AT WEYMOUTH, 
July 4, 1789. 
1 F, noary OcgAx, from thy ſurges ſpring 
A beauteous form, with ev'ry radiance hung, 
When Venus role to ſight ; 
Sure charms as exquiſite as thoſe you gave, 


Are circI'd—when ELIZz A in thy wave 
To bathe her limbs delight ! 


Ss © SS NH 4 A _ 4 
BY R. B. SHERIDAN, ESQ, 


ASK'ST thou, “ how long my love ſhall ſtay, 
% When all that's new is paſt ?” 

How long? ah, Der1a! can I ſay 
How long my life will laſt ? 

Dry be that tear—be huſh'd that ſigh ; 

At leaſt, I'll love thee till! die, 


II. 
And does that thought affect tliee too, 
The thought of DAuox's death? 
That he wh: only lives for you, 
Muſt yield his faithful breath ? 
Huſh'd be that figh, be dry that tear, 
Nor let us loſe our heaven here! 


DELIA 
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DELIA TO DAMON. 
| . 


IN ANSWER TO THE ABOVE STANZAS, 


TirINK'sT thou, my Damon, I'd forego : 
This tender luxury of woe, 

Which better than the tongue imparts 
The feelings of impaſſion'd hearts; 
Bleſt, if my fighs and tears but prove 
The winds and waves that waft to love. 


Can true affection ceaſe to fear? 

Poor 1s the joy not worth a tear ! 

Did paſſion ever know content ? 

How weak the rapture words can paint ! 
Then let my ſighs and tears but prove 
The winds and waves that waft to love. 


The Cyprian bird with plaintive moan, 
Thus makes her faithful paſhon known; 

' $0 Zeph'rus' breathes on Flora's bow'rs, 
And charms with ſighs the queen of flow'rs ! 
Then let my fighs and tears but prove 

The winds and waves that waft to love. 


AN 


1 


1 278 ] 
AN 


p 


VUVPON GEORGE LORD BROOK, SON OF THE EARL OF 


WARWICK, AGED 14 YEARS, DIED MAY 1, 1786. 


F AREWELL, dear youth! for ever torn away, 
*Midft the fair hopes which birth and fortune gave, 
With aching hearts thy laſt ſad rites we pay, 
And drop the tears of pity o'er thy grave. 


Farewell, dear youth! yet memory long ſhall trace 
Each early virtue dawning in thy mind, 

Thy gentle manners, unaffected grace, 
Vivacity with ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd, 


Blooming in health and beauty, as of late, 
Oft ſhall thy form to Fancy's eye appear; 
And whilſt Affection mourns thy early fate, 
Thus from thy tomb thy voice ſhall Reaſon hear, 


« Enough, dear friends !—Your partial tears reſtrain, 
„Nor vainly murmur againſt Heav'n's decree ; 

& To reicue me from future cares and pain, 
From pleaſure's ſnares, from vice and miſery, 

& God in his mercy kindly ſnatch'd me hence, 

% And took me to himſelf in youth and innocence,” 


MAR- 


1 
MARQUIS TOWNSHEND's VERSES, 


ON HIS NIECE, MISS GARDINER, 


As late Florinda on her death- bed lay, 

And felt, compos'd, each vital pow'r decay; 

No longer ſcience could her bloom ſuſtain, 

And kindred tears * in ſhow'rs fell in vain : 

The ſun meridian glimmer'd to her eye, 

And panting breath announc'd her end was nigh ; 

She turn'd and, ſmiling, aſked © When ſhall 1 die?“ 

In realms above my long-mourn'd mother j oin'd 

See, ſee her arms ſtretch'd out to meet with mine ! 

Adieu, pure ſoul ! with rapture take thy flight, 
Quit thy dark manfion for eternal light ! 

For bliſs eternal! whilſt at Heaven's gate 

Thy ſiſter angels thy arrival wait, 

Swift to conduct thee to thy parent's breaſt, 

For Heav'n has heard, and granted thy requeſt. 


On the BENEFIT ſaid to be already received by HIS 
MAJESTY from Sea Bathing, 


By W. COWPER, EsQ. 


O SOVEREIGN of an Iſle renown'd 
For undiſputed ſway, 

Whenever o'er yon gulph profound 
Her navies wing their way ! 


* The kindred tears, in the 4th line, are thoſe of the Marchioneſs 
Townſhend, —This is the incident painted by Mrs. Coſway. 
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with juſter claim ſhe builds at length 
Her glory on the ſea, 


And well may boaſt the wave her renth, 
Since they have ſtrengthen'd thee. 


rn 
IN THE NEW COMEDY OF 
FALSE APPEARANCES. 


BY THE RICHT HON, GEN. CONWAY. 


VW ONDER not if thus Pm mute, 
Nor think it is a vain pretence ; 

Babbling mirth with je may ſuit, 
But to grief it gives offence. 


Spring, th' enraptur'd plain adorning, 
Wakes the jocund voice of love, 

With the wint' ry blaſts returning, 
Silence reigns throughout the grove, 


Joy and Damon are but one, 
All is grief if he depart ; 

*Tis the abſence of the ſun, 
*Tis the winter of the heart! 
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